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^»*j library in Washington square* Evening, 
Books, etchings, charts, manuscripts and the 
student^ general paraphernalia strewn 
about in helpless 'Confusion, 
* Honest Jack* Donalds kneel" 
ing beside the blazing 
pine-knot with the fam- 
ous volume of Art- 
osto in his 
hands, 

iM'^mA^ " Take it, Jack, my good 
1'Z**U"'^ tt«rt fellow: that 's a sovereign 
^rgam,«i«, mtf deliverance, God bless you 

— take it out of my sight I " 

"Shades of Pergamus! you are amys" 
tic, Van, an unconscionable, unreasoning 
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paradox. I never knew you to be so 
overwhelmed of your caprices before this 
— so untowardly inconsistent. Van, never. 
Why, you always used to be the dispas- 
sionate one, you always used to play that 
vigorous role of Stoic amid all these 
volatile w.hims of fortune which we have 
shared sp : }3)fdt^erlike*;1>^tweet^ us. It 
was / who always} played theireaJcish and 
fickle Cassius -t^ iypjud-.-e^lni* and better- 
judging BnUas;*yes aq(}'p}a>:ed it often 
to my sorrotv/'.Atidinoiv up starts a 
vagary of yours, and you enshroud this 
simple, valuable, dear old volume of Ari- 
osto with a most extravagant and morbid 
pall of mystery and fiction. Why, man, 
you do n't seem like yourself since — " 

'* Say no more, Jack, say no more 
about it, I beseech you. The sight of it 
strangles me — haunts me — suffocates 
me. That peculiar odor wreathes about 
me a sort of net- work of black-art — a 
sort of diabolic sortilege that I can no 
longer fight down — and leaves me help- 
less as a babe in the coils of a shake. 
No ; take it away with you, Jack. In 
the influence of that thing I have become 
a perfect coward of apprehension — an 
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abandoned sort of fag to my gloomy fore- 
bodings, till horror seems now almost my 
daily meat and drink." 

"Strange, Van, very, very strange. 
You are not well. You need fresh air 
and phosphates. You must become dis- 
illusioned of these unreasonable fictions." 

" Ah, Jack, say not that there is no rea- 
son in these shrinking trepidations. There 
is reason ; vital beyond conjecture, sacred 
beyond reproof. It is torture to live be- 
neath the same roof with that book ; the 
very sight of it stings and prods my usu- 
ally confident and undaunted nature into 
most cowardly extreme. I confess this 
with all abject precipitancy that my heart 
feels and that my wit would dissemble if 
it could. Now, Donalds, look you : you 
are my friend. We have been brothers 
almost from the cradle ; you have a 
brave good heart, unsusceptible to any 
madcap trifling with the unseen but ever- 
present. You are an honest doubter in 
all these madmen's trumperies — thank 
your patron planet — so do me the honor 
that you would a friend, and if not so 
much, show me the mercy and indulgence 
I ask, that you would a pagan in the 
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meshes of his abhorrent fetichisms, and 
rid me of this audacious pest, never in- 
timating by word or look in the future, 
that that volume bears my finger-marks, 
or the touch of my pen ; for that which 
you hold in your very hands, Jack — be- 
lieve me ; do n't take your eyes from 
mine with that sceptic betrayal — that very 
pergamena-bound volume of Ariosto is 
the one vulnerable vantage-place of all 
my brave days, of all my indomitable, 
unalarming nature. There and only there 
the Destinies may strike, and strike dis- 
aster to the heart. Now go while you 
have it in your embrace ; go leave me 
alone a little time/* 

" My dear fellow, calm yourself. What 
rashness — what terrorism — what im- 
petuosity, and from you too, Van, my 
patron saint of pluck and intrepidity! 
Well, well ; that it should come to this ! 
. . . .You do n't know what a present you 
are giving me. See ! my dear fellow, 
this is the most rare and valuable edition 
of the venerable satirist extant. Look, 
you! Ariosto: Orlando Furioso: Venezia: 
1566. Why, man, this volume toward 
which you have fostered so extraordi- 
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naiyan aversion is the second of the series, 
all bound alike in Venetian parchment. 
The set is ruined if I rob the first and 
third of their precious link." 

'' Better rob me of the volume than suf- 
fer the volume to rob you of a friend. 
Do you want it to do that?" 

"Well, no ; I can't exactly say I do." 

"Well, then ; you must believe me 
when I say that companionship with this 
spleen-breeding incubus will yet drive me 
to some desperate, and for aught I know, 
some criminal extreme. You need not 
shrink; it is the truth — the vital truth. 
Such things are, and such things have 
come upon abler men than we are, be as- 
sured." 

"But why have you not destroyed it — 
burned it — thrown it into the sewers or 
strewn it to the four winds long ago ?" 

" Bum it ? — destroy it ? Why, man, if 
I could recount to you the history of 
night after night of watching and sleep- 
less wondering on that very couch, while 
opposite me on the shelf the two wild 
eyes of that strange apparition stared 
upon me with the gripping spell of a 
snake or a fiend, commanding me, turn 
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whithersoever I may, crushing me with a 
single glance ! — bum it ? Why, it was 
only a few nights ago that, overcome by 
the weird incantation, and with a mad re- 
solve to snatch the horrible thing from 
its ' bad eminence ' and dash it into the 
fire, I leaped from that very couch and 
snatched it down, and,clenching it in my 
two hands thus, bore it to the blazing 
grate. I held it over the fire : I could not 
drop it I trembled like a leaf, yet fought 
like a panther to crush this appalling 
monster whose fascination would yet 
prove the maddening of me. No ; it was 
no use. The strange book would not 
leave my hands ; I could not unclench my 
fingers ; they were like iron. I plunged 
it into the flames and fell fainting 
with the torture right there where your 
feet lie. When I recovered it was morn- 
ing. I arose, and though terribly weak 
and severely burned, I fell on my knees 
thanking God that I had conquered the 
mystery, destroyed the book, and I was a 
free man once more. I went back to the 
g^te ; the ashes were stone cold ; on the 
charred heap lay that volume of Ariosto 
unsinged, unharmed. Think of it ? — no. 
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don't look so incredulous ; this is fact'' 

** Well, well ; Van, you are a grim sort 
of humorist after alL I thought you ut- 
terly devoid of that fertile quality which 
we Americans almost make our religion 
of now, — namely, wit Why, you have 
the most prodigal humor. ...but no; I 
will say no more. I will not say that I 
disbelieve you, nor commit myself too 
severely in behalf of your hallucination. 
You are a sick man : I can see that I 
will indulge you with the most meritor- 
ious of grace, be assured. As for the 
book, you know I have a theory in regard 
to it" 

"A theory — eh? Well, Jack there is 
a theorizable something about that old 
pergamena-bound volume for the gowned 
fiends — yes, the wisest, damnedest of 
them, my good reasoner, to hold a clinic 
over ; something most inconceivably yet 
convincingly strange, which you, of all 
men, I am assured, will stand demanding 
and unsusceptible before. . . . Burn it ? — 
why, man, I have tried to crush it into ob- 
livion by every rational stratagem ; but 
it will not crush. Only the other night, 
Jack, let me confess it, I sat right in that 
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chwr till far into the morniiig, staring like 
a witless imbecile at that second volume 
of Ariostp^ and I would to God a Ihou* 
sand times thai vision-stricken n^ht, thai 
I had the physical bravery to endure it 
calmly, or the moral courage to cast it 
there into the flames. But no; I was 
slave of a stronger, conquering influence. 
Every time I made brave and dashed to 
the task, the very touch frightened me. 
It does not feel like the real pergamena : 
it is 9moother, oilier, has a peculiar grain, 
aiid, more than all to convince one of its 
m]rstery— -that peculiar something of its 
own quite inexplicable, — and that odor—* 
bahi....80, I simply sat through the 
whole haunted night, and stared at it like 
a fooL There ; that is abject enough 
confession to satisfy an Inquisition." 

^^Ah, Van, my kind fellow, you are not 
well. No well man could talk such veri- 
table nonsense, let me too confess with 
serious candidnesa You must not stay 
here longer. Why did n't you go back to 
Italy with Boswilk, or take a jaunt over 
the Sierras, abandoning this stuffy little 
workshop for the spiritual freedom that 
bodily freedom privil^es you ? Look 
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about you and marvel not at my philos- 
ophy. Here you are seven months at a 
stretch, castled up in this little attic dun- 
geon with some six thousand wrangling 
poets, metaphysicians and what not, all 
shelved and gowned in this funereal yel- 
low parchment, as if every one of them 
was wearing sackcloth and ashes for 
your delinquent soul, staring upon* you 
with complacent but conquering eyes, — 
surely this is all madman's food when 
taken in such intemperate draughts, if 
naught else may be. Come ; what say 
you to a tramp through the Berkshire 
Hills for ten days ?" 

" Good ! — excellent .... but hold ! — 
upon one condition and that condition 
only." 

''Any condition ; a dozen — a score of 
them if you demand, my good friend, any- 
thing that will assure this generous ac- 
quiescence." 

''That you will take this old perga- 
mena-bound volume, which seems to bear 
something of irretrievable fascination to 
you, and may it prove something as 
fortuitous of good as it has proven to me 
a forebodement of eviL" 
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"Fortuitous? Why, man, that word 
has long dropped out of my repertory. 
Misfortune alone has ever proven the new 
Atlantis so diligently sought — the same 
old crone in a new habit and ragged ca- 
nonical Nothing brings me good for- 
tune, and surely nothing could bring me 
worse fortune than Nature her sweet self 
curst me with since my puny days. But 
let that pass ; you are a generous fellow, 
truly. Here am I, begging of you a few 
days' perusal of this weird volume which 
so fascinates me, even as it has you, 
though not to a degree of aversion, and 
you deliberately tender me the book with 
your imploring compliments. Well ; if I 
am honored any startling secrets, or if 
some solemn revealment of the gods is 
here blest me in the chronicles of this grey- 
beard old poet, I shall certainly hail you." 

** Ah, my good friend, look not for re- 
vealments within those venerable boards, 
for with the contents I am by this sus- 
tained period quite well acquainted. It 
is not the spirit of Ariosto that will re- 
veal to you any of the chosen secrets ; 
it is another — who? I know not — 
scarcely care. It may yet prove the 
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evil genius of the contemporaneous times 
for ought I know — " 

" But where may I look for the pro- 
phetism if not within the volume ? Cer- 
tainly little mystery could cling to the 
parchment cover of a sealed book. Where 
else may I look, pray ? " 

" Anjrwhere the gloom-spirit moves you. 
Certainly the fascination that proves itself 
with such satisfying precision will lead 
your searching steps aright" 

" But what is that which so conquers 
you ? Is it the odor that so effects and 
illusions your imagination? Certainly 
it has not an offensive odor, though dis- 
tinct and extraneous enough to start one 
romancing in a very different channel 
To nothing indeed can I liken it ; it is 
even more strange than the parchment's 
grain and touch, all these qualities differ- 
ing from those of the other volumes. Yet, 
what acute sense must be yours to con- 
strue so innocent an odor to so loathing 
a significance. You ought to have been 
born blind. Van, pardon the clumsy ob- 
servation j you ought, upon my word, cul- 
tivating your faculty as a prodigy and 
turning it to the conventional ducat- 
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breeding account Why not ? " 

^' Yes, Jack, I am something of a hound 
after all — we all come back to the beasts 
of the field and fowls of the air for our 
similes — but I think I could recognize 
all of my friends and half the locations I 
visit, should I have recourse but to this 
one sense. It is often of vast convenience, 
yet as in this case, not unoften the author 
of vast annoyance." 

'' Then smelling so ably into the past. 
Van, why not something of a naso-pala- 
tine prophet — eh ? Why not smell into 
the future as well ? — smell forwards as 
well as backwards — do n't you see ? " 

"You jest at very perilous venture, Jack. 
You are ungenerous. But let me tell 
you this : I can smell death — ^ yes, and a 
great way off ! " 

" Death ? — " 

" Death ! — " 

•* That 's a strange word more strangely 
spoken. Van. Smells this old parchment 
Ariosto then of death ? " 

" It smells of the sepulchre. Jack Don- 
alds ; it has the breath of crime, of ruin, 
of hell upon it, believe me. The smell 
of death is familiar: these are not.... 
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But say no more lest you account me too 
abject a fooL Say no more ; take it : 
this is my own and my devoutest wish 
which now amounts to a Command. I 
abhor it ! " 

" What a fatal shame, Van, thus to poi- 
son up our bright old satirist in such a 
death-smelling shroud, and so heap upon 
obloquy and all the swift lashings Of 
oblivion, the burning images of perdi- 
tion and shame ! Ha, ha ! Van, * thou 
almost mak'st me waver in my faith to 
hold opinion with Pythagoras ' that the 
soul's of devils should inf ule themselves 
in the covers of books. 'What fools 
these mortals ' — why man, to look into 
that glamourishface of yours biasing like 
a beacon through some swooping thun- 
der-cloud, one would think your young 
bones were nurtured on malignant mys- 
tery, and that you sat at meat daily with 
these trifles which you magnify into for- 
midable fiends in pergamena canonicals. 
Why, Van, whoever thought that your 
pale silvery brow had ever been oxidized 
m the Bengali jungles ? — that you had 
faced many a throttling Tartar with your 
good broadsword, or, most celestial apex 
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of your crowning achievements^ been to 
Congress and Canada ? Bless me ! what 
a craven has our genial young Titan sud- 
denly proven ! " 

'' Jack, you 're an unconscionable trifler. 
Now see here ; ' respect the load,' as Napo- 
leon said, ' respect the load.' You do n't 
wish to make mine heavier, or fell any of 
your straggling witticisms in my path- 
way. Yov do n't know what you are do- 
ing. I do n't want you to stay here any 
longer. You must respect my wishes in 
the matter of the Orlando, As long as it 
is in this house, I shall play the only role 
capable for me, — that of a craven — a 
fool — a madcap if you will, Jack Don- 
alds, but always the gentleman. Take 
that away, and I shall be my braver, 
better self again. Then let who will call 
me * coward.' " 

'' Well, really. Van, I meant no harm, 
my generous old comrade, Grod bless you, 
no. . . . But remember now, the Berkshire 
Hills...." 

" When shall we venture ? " 

" Day after to-morrow." 

" Why, Jack, that 's hangman's day." 

** A thousand times better, you super- 
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stitious young gloom-martyr. Electric- 
ity-man's day now, you know ; ' hang- 
man's ' is obsolete, or at least obsolescent. 
They do n't hang any more, do n't you 
know, you self-expatriated solitary, they 
do n't hang — they electrocute. Sit 'em 
down! — sponge to the neck! — wire to 
the left leg! — fipp! — snap! — eternity. 
Next ! • • • .see ? Must be a jolly sensa- 
tion." 

" Yes, must be, very* Why do n't you 
try it, Jack ? " 

'* Kindly sarcasm, this, indeed. I would 
not mind trying it if St Peter would let 
me come back and tell you about it ; but 
this uncertainty of the thing, don't you 
see?.*.» " 

'* Are you sure it is St Peter who 
would have the jurisdiction in the 
matter ? " 

''Sometimes I think yes, sometimes I 
think no. If I should be found in your 
company when Grabriel trumps the ace, 
I think no ; otherwise, yes." 

'' Gabriel will trump the deuce, not the 
ace, when he trumps you. Jack Donalds. 
But, I say, the Berkshire — " 

'' Certainly ; it will do you a world of 
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good. Stop ! you poor, sour, solemn, mys- 
terious old goblin-eater, do n't you look 
at me like that Why, it would give me 
the dismals to stay castled up here with 
you ••••But remember, Van, remember, 
Friday, the Berkshire Hill& TU make 
something more than a pandemonium of 
snakes out of you." 

*' Nonsense, Jack put that odious vol- 
ume under your cloak where it will cease 
to poison the air, and then — ^" 

« Then what ? " 

''Go! I am in no mood for jrour 
trumperies. Time enough for them, time 
enough for them later." 

** Very we 1 ; the Berkshire Hills, re- 
member. Good-bye. Van, you death** 
wooing occultist! " 

''Good bye, you tantalizing sceptic. • . * 
and may the good Lord have mercy on 
his soul. At last — at last! It is gone. 
That one malady — that one thorn in my 
side — that one poison-breeding thing of 
evil that has nurtured more anguish in 
my heart than a thousand remorses could 
foster in the soul of a penitent murderer 
— that one sly triumph of some witted 
fiend| is gone, gone, gone! At last, thank 
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Grod» I am a free man ! Jack Donalds ! 
the saints keep you. Let us see what 
this monster breeds in your hands ! . . • ." 



II 



Before the old Donald^ numsioiu Pour" 
ing rain. Van rapping violently for 
admittance, Bagley^ facias pom- 
pous valet^ slow to the rescue^ 

ilt^ TaJiro} « Hi - there ! Bagley." 
M^orylT^rkoSX- " Directly, sir, directly ; 

aias and Ma baoM. ^j^^^ j^^j^g ^yj^g ^^^ 

heavy, sir, wery." 

** Bolts ? — he 's got the house bolted, 
eh ? Why, it looks like a Bridewell peni- 
tentiary. Jack Donalds, something is go- 
ing wrong with you .... Hi — there ! Bag- 
ley ; let me in, I say. . . .Why, what do you 
mean by keeping me in martyrdom in 
the drenching rain pounding my knuc- 
kles raw on this old oak door ? " 

« Wery sorry, sir, wery ; but you see as 
'owit is, sir — " 

"See what? — you ass. Look-a-here, 
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look at me, I say I 1 'm wet through and 
through standing at that door waiting for 
you to answer my easily recognizable 
thump. You do n't mean to say that you 
have not learned it by this time — eh ? " 

" Wery sorry, sir, wery ; but — " 

" Where 's the door-bell, Bagley ? " 

•« h'lt 's gan, sir ! " 

" *Gan,' is it ? — well, where is it 'gan ' 
to?" 

** Gran to thunder, sir." 

"Indeed? — good place for a door- 
bell Who took it off?" 

"Marter Jack took it h'off, sir." 

" Oh, he did — did he ? Well, what 's a 
house without a door-bell ? let me ques- 
tion of the alms-asking Destinies.. •• 
Bagley, what 's the matter with you ? 
Why, you look like an underdone North- 
umberland ghost fried in some witchs' 
kitchen of the Inferno. Stop ogling me 
in that cabalistic, phylacteric manner! 
What are you trying to do? — charm 
me ? You can't do it, Bagley, you can't 
charm me as long as your breeches do n't 
hide your ankles, and you go about in 
your stocking feet with your five toes and 
a heel out of them both — " 
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'' But, sir, 'e makes me go without my 
boots, sir. He won't even let me wear 
my goloshes, sir." 

" Why not ? — what 's got into Jack ? — 
what 's the matter with this whole house 
anyway? — it smells like a den of night- 
mares. Has Jack joined the Anarchists ? " 

"hi do n't know wot them be, sir." 

" Do n't eh ? — well, here 's a couple of 
quarters : you 've been in this country 
long enough to know what ' them be,' I 
hope. Yes, you're out of the land of 
tizzies, and tibs, and bobs, and quids, and 
all that now. Where is Master Donalds ? " 

" h'Out, sir ! " 

" Out ? " 

"h'Out!" 

" Then why in the world did n't you 
tell me so long ago ? " 

"You didn't give me time, sir." 

" And he is not at home then ? " 

" No, sir ; he is — no, sir ; that is, sir, 
.... he is not at home, sir ! " 

" Say, Bagley, look here ! — you need n't 
look offended. Do you know what I am ? 
I 'm a mind reader. You know what that 
is ? — it 's a fellow that can read your 
thoughts before you can think them 
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yourself; see? Now, Bagley, every time 
jrou open your mouth I can see right 
down through your epiglottis into your 
heart." 

*' Lord bless me, sir." 

"Well, sir, do you know what I see ?** 

"Well, I can't say that h'l do, sir." 

" Well, sir, I see that you are Ijring to 
me, — deliberately lying, Bagley. Master 
Jack Donalds is at home." 

" Well, sir, I h'only knows wot 'e told 
me, sir ! " 

" Oh, he told you he was not at. home^ 
did he ? Ah, what delicious faith ? Why 
you could remove mountains with that 
faith, Bagley, if, like Archimedes, you 
had whereon to stand. Don't look so 
stupid ; that is n't Greek. Suppose, Bag- 
ley, that I should tell you that at this very 
moment I am in heaven ; you 'Id believe 
it on my simple declaration, wouldn't 
you?" 

" Certainly, sir, an' ef it would n't be 
too much of a job, I 'd 'ave ye look oop 
me record ! " 

" Oh, well, I 'd rather not be mistaken 
in heaven as your private secretary, and 
besides, if your record is as red as your 



I 



in Black and White 35 

nose, you wont get there. You can't sneak 
a red nose into heaven, Bagley — ** 

" Then h'l '11 cut it h'ofl^ sir." 

''What ! a noseless angel ? — shades of 
Giotto and John Ruskin!....But say; 
did Jack say anything about going to the 
Berkshire Hills to day? — this is Friday, 
you know." 

'''£ did say something about it, sir, 
but -." 

"But what?" 

'' But 'e a' n't a-goin', sir. I thinks, to 
tell the h'actual truth, h'l thinks 'e 's h'ill, 
sir ; wery h'ill. Ah, sir, God bless you, 
if you could see the way as Marter Jack 
takes on, sir, ah, God bless you, h'l thinks 
you would chain 'im h'up, that h'l do, sir. 
Wery strange indeed for Marter Jack to 
take on so, sir, wery! " 

'' 111, eh ? What 's the matter with him ? 
— tell me all about it, Bagley." 

** I d' 'no, sir, wot 's the matter with 'im. 
'E 's 'ad no sleep o' these three nights. 
Jack has n't, sir, none at all. '£ seems 
to be wery much anxieted about somfing, 
sir, God bless me, h'l do n't know wot, 
sir. It makes me feel wery bad to see 
poor Marter Jack so duncast an' kind of 
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melancrolly, y' see, sir." 

''Indeed? Since when has this all 
come upon him ? Surely this is very 
strange for so light-hearted and jovial a 
gallant as Jack Donalds. Since when 
has this come upon him ? " 

'' Since the night afore the day afore 
yisterday, sir. '' £' cum h'in with a h'old 
book under 'is cloak, sir, and then began 
them pranks, sir, from that very moment" 

'' Oh, I have it all. God help him ! he 
too is magnetized by the same old Devil's 
load-star. What a fool was I not to have 
destroyed that pergamena volume of Ari- 
osto !. . . .What does he do, Bagley, that 
so mystifies you ? " 

"Why, sir, 'e mutters to 'imself the 
day through an' the night through about 
sech devil-like things as would scare a 
night-'ound, sir. '£ is alone all the time, 
sir, took the bell h'off the door, sir, killed 
his dog, sir, pulled down, the blind, sir, 
lighted the gas, sir, makes me go round 
like a skelped monk, sir, in these 'ere 
riggins as would disgrace a bloody h'ox, 
sir, keeps 'imself locked h'up in that back 
library, sir, forever a-doin' somefin' h'aw- 
ful mysterious, sir, h'awful. Why, ^ bless 
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my soul ! When *e wants anythin' 'e 'owls 
it through the key *ole at me, sir, an' 
yesterday 'e kept me runnin' me bloody 
legs h'off, sir, a-buyin' h'up micero- 
scopes, an' telerscopes, an' phonoscopes, 
an' h'all the rest o' them spook businesses 
an' Yankee trumperies, an' there e' sits 
h'all day long, buried neck-deep in them 
instruments an' things, a-tryin' to find out 
some bloody mystery or other, sir, eats a 
bit o' biscuit an' stilton, drinks a wee 
drappie o' sherry or the likes, sir, an' 
that 's h'all. God bless us ! — I 'm much 
a-feared, sir, that somefin is gone wrong 
about Marter Jack's 'ead, sir, h'l do ! " 

" Is it possible, Bagley ? Poor fellow ! 
you are distressed. And does he work at 
his books all this time ? " 

" Bless me, no ; h'only this one book, 
sir, h'only this one. 'E 'as read it through 
and through and through ; but h'l ex- 
pects 'e did n't get h'all *e wanted, so 'e 
'as tored the book apart, sir, h'all to bits, 
sir, as if 'e war lookin' for something 
werry superstitious, werry." 

" Well, Bagley, do n't exercise yourself 
any more. He's all right, as you will 
see. Tell him I called, and ask him to 
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appoint a time when T can call and find 
him 'at home.' Keep a good watch that 
no harm comes to him, Bagley. Here's 
another quarter. Good bye, Bagley. 
Let me know if anything extraordinary 
happens. You can visit me without his 
knowing it" 

" That h'l will, sir, Mf the worser comes 
to the worsest ' as y' say h'over 'ere. 
Good bye, sir, and God bless y' ! " 

"Goodbye, Bagley. . . .The saints shield 
him! That man, Bagley, is undergoing 
an ordeal. Something serious has hap- 
pened. There is a tragedy smouldering 
under poor old Bagley's ragged coat. . . . 
Ah, why did the Fates withhold from me 
the courage to destroy that death-smell- 
ing incubus while it was yet in my pos- 
session ?. . . .God help us ! what will this 
ugly indiscretion of mine yet bring forth ? 
Let us await the sequel" 
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III. 

VofCs study again. Midnight Jack 

Donalds enters unperceived by his 

friend who lies before the 

blazing grate. 

\Nh9f\n a giimpae " Bless my soul ! Jack 

of light UlumsB the _ ,, . , 

weird paradox, uet Donalds, IS that VOU?.... 

eatrangea two Jirm ___. , 

friends forever. What a spCCtrC yOU haVC 

become in these few tragic days! Let 
me light the gas ; it is so dark — " 

"No!...." 

"No? — why not? I can scarcely see 
the outlines of your face in the dying 
firelight. Sit down there, you mysteri- 
ous nightmare, sit down. I have been 
lying here for hours, Jack, dreaming 
wondering, yes, and worrying not a little 
about you, till evening has given way to 
midnight, contriving a way that I might 
pry open your den of dismals and pry 
myself within ; and here you burst upon 
my vision-building like some apparition 
of the lower world. There! — that's 
much brighter. That 's a veritable, pedi- 
greed and blooded pine-knot that chunk 
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I threw into the open grate just then* 
See! — what a delicious glow. I had a 
hundred pine-knots sent down from our 
camp in the AdirondackSi What com- 
panionship I used to find in them! I de- 
clare ; when I came back here to the 
square and sat staring at this stupid grate, 
it seemed quite impossible to think. The 
Unseen was not to be contemplated 
through so shabby and unhallowed a 
port-hole. Bah ! — did anthracite ever 
inspire a delicious, Alnaschar-like dream 
at the heart of anything capable a fine 
flight of fiction ? You see, now that that 
indomitable heathen ghost of an Ariosto 
is out of here, I am my old self again. I 
improvise on like an oriental — what! 
closer to me Jack ; let me look into your 
face. . . .(God save us ! what a change ). 
. . . .Jack, you mysterious old imp, you 
frighten me." 

*' An apparition of the lower world did 
you say, Van ? Well, truly : if ever the 
fiends counterfeited any of this gloom- 
mothered race of mysteries, certainly I 
ieel well enough sunken in the mood to 
be capable to the utmost.... Give me 
something to drink, Van, I am so thirsty. 
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No ; give me something to eat ; I am fam- 
ished. No, no ; give me a cigar : I must 
smoke. . . . No, I do n't want to smoke ; I 
don't know what I do want. lam all 
unstrung. What a fool am I to talk this 
way ! Oh, Van, my good fellow, it seems 
as if this taut-drawn nervous strain would 
yield and drop me over this horrible, hor- 
rible verge upon the brink of which a 
single hair constrains me ! . . . . Oh, I — I 
am so tired, so weary, so exhausted ! 
Why, man, I hav' n't slept an hour since 
my last visit a week or ten days ago. 
Bagley said you called ; I was so sorry 
that I could not let you in at that mo- 
ment ; but to confess it all in the most 
generously straight-forward manner, I 
dared not reveal to you my condition of 
mind and body ; I — I simply dared not, 
that is all ! " 

'' Donalds, you are a sick man. I do n't 
like these rattling aberrations — these 
leaping sort of explosives from a man of 
your splendid mental discipline. What 
has come upon you, Jack, my good fel- 
low ? — Come, to the point ! " 

" I have not yet come to the point — 
the truly vital one, or I would unbosom 
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all to you. God help me, I have striven 
toward that seemingly impossible point 
I would I might reveal to you, first with 
the curiosity of a scholar,' then with the 
ardor of a conscious enthusiast, and fin- 
ally with the desperation of a madman, 
striving against that which heaven de- 
signed should stand unrevealed But I 
am further, — ah, must I confess this to 
myself even ? — I stand further removed 
from the truth it seems than ever. I am 
simply a mental wreck ; and it bids dis- 
astrously promising to see me a spiritual 
wreck as well : for come to the point no 
closer, I think I could stake my eternity 
in its solving with as calm and still as 
passionful a spirit as I have pursued it in 
the last ten days." 

" My dear fellow, calm yourself. Why 
do you writhe about in that old arm chair 
which stands so inviting of ease to ordin- 
ary mortals ? These are very mysterious 
rantings for so warrior-like, unperturbed 
a spirit as that God blest Jack Donalds. 
You are not a man of grave-stone thoughts 
nor blinking aberrations ; you, so light- 
hearted and happy, Jack ! Why, you 
know, old boy, that therein is our mutual 
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esteem so affectionately proven, — be- 
cause of my melancholy which you, mis- 
taking wretch, seem fascinated by, and 
which I would to God you would fasci- 
nate out of me ; and because of your un- 
conscious light heart and sort of an ever- 
ready picnic humor which I would equal- 
ly as devout, I might fascinate into my 
own dismal, solitary gloom-logic. But 
come Jack ; what are you seeking? what 
gives you this horrible thirst that demands 
satiation even at the price of a soul? 
What inspires this profane incantation 
before some fallen god ? " 

" I believe it — indeed, I half believe it 
is a fallen god, — an arch-traitor to hea- 
ven, now that you confront me with the 
ready argument, — that stands entreating, 
enticing me on, on, on ; and yet shall I 
see nothing gained ? — all lost ?. . . .Ah, 
my good comrade, we must part ; I fear 
for a long, long time. I am going 
abroad." 

"You ? — back to Munich ? " 

** No ; to Italy this time." 

"Alone?" 

"Alone!" 

"In your condition of mind and body, 



44 ^ Venetian Study 

Jack ? You do not mean to say that?" 

** Verily ! " 

" Then God bless you, sir, if you have 
anything to say ere the grave shuts be- 
tween us, say it now ! " 

" Why say you that ? " 

" Because your going abroad in your 
present mental excitement, means simply 
this much and nothing short of it. You 
must not attempt it, and certainly not 
alone. Where do you go ? — seeing you 
are so determined ? " 

" To Venice." 

" My dear old Venice ? " I — I will 
go with you, Jack ; say that you will not 
go alone, and that I may accompany 
you ! " 

" Ah, Van, good fellow, I fear I shall 
be obliged to nip that sweet outburst in 
its prime. I must go alone. Not a soul 
in Venice knows me, and if you were to 
accompany me, why man, all Venice 
knows you, and all Venice would have 
their several probosces in my business 
which will not comfortably entertain more 
than one." 

" Not even mine. Jack ?" 

"Not yet, my friend, not yet for a 
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while.... No, no ; do not cross me; I 
am in a most stricken mood to be crossed 
or thwarted in any of my designs. I 
must go alone, for more oppressive but 
convincing reasons than one .... But let 
that pass ; I came not here to tell you 
anything, Van, I only came to ask you 
three questions, and you must answer, — 
under oath upon all that you hold pre- 
cious to your exalted days, my good con- 
queror, you must answer me I " 

" You could not make my word to such 
as you. Jack Donalds, more solemn and 
bounden to the truth by any of your oath- 
takings. Say on ; say on. I will an- 
swer you as best becomes me." 

''Can you not anticipate my ques- 
tion ? " 

"Perhaps my rough conjecture may 
prove to the point. But why tantalize 
me with your mysterious hesitations ? — 
say on ! " 

'' I hesitate, for I have not the courage, 
my good fellow, — am only half brave 
enough to approach you with these vital 
searchings, lest you give me an answer 
that I do not hope for." 

" Ah, well ; the book perhaps, — the 
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second volume of the Lombard satir- 
ist!...." 

" Yes, yes ; — God shield me ! " 

" Why do you start ? — what is there 
in the Lombard master that should so 
appall you ? " 

** Nothing ! — yes, no I do n't know ! 

Do n't cross me. Van, be plain, — be brief 
.... tell me I " 

*' Tell you what ? — you madcap ! Out 
with it !. . . .What do you want ?....! 
wait !. . . .Why do n't you speak ? Make 
your mysteries plain to me. Jack, you 
are a silly, cowardly — " 

** Stop ! — for God's sake, my dear 
friend and brother, do n't speak that way 
to me. I must be humored like a child, 
like a fool, — yes, like a dog, if you de- 
mand it. Van, only for this little time — 
only for now. Be kind, Van, be your 
own dear, generous self, and humor me 
as you might a thing you pity ! I will be 
brave. Tell me now, what do you know 
about that book ? — what did the lega- 
tura of whom you bought it, know about 
it ? — what did the man he bought it of, 
know about this death-smelling perga- 
mena ? There ! you have it all. Answer 
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me briefly — answer me quickly ! " 

" Briefly can I answer you as to my 
knowlege ; more briefly as to his of whom 
I purchased the fated volume, and most 
briefly as to the knowledge of any beyond 
in the chain of succession. As to mine, 
that old copy of Ariosto was one of a 
series I bought in Florence and added to 
my library which I had taken to Venice 
for study ; and when I had the twelve or 
fifteen hundred volumes bound in this 
ancient yellow parchment, after the style 
of those magnificent chronicles in the 
Venetian Archive, this, of course, was 
one of the number. Now for he knowl- 
edge of the legatura who bound it : I 
wanted the set by a certain time, which 
duty he promised me, but he failed to 
keep his promise. He bound the first 
and third volumes, but could find no more 
pergamena of the proper age to match. 
Finally an old Greek testament turned 
up — an odd volume that had laid about 
for years, and about which there seemed 
to cling some coloring of mysterious his- 
tory. The shade matched, and though 
its peculiar smoothness and still more 
peculiar, and to some people offensive, 
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odor, led him to believe that it was a rare 
old quality of parchment^ he knew noth- 
ing further than was told him by the 
lady, one of the illustrious house of An- 
tonio Seliniy who gave it him. So much 
for his knowledge and mine. As for that 
of any of its predecessors, you will have 
to look up the records, find out where 
the Selinis were buried, and interrogate 
their several ghosts, if they are still ex- 
tant." 

" Do not trifle, my dear confessor, this 
is serious — vitally serious. What say 
you was the name of that Antonio ? " 

"Selini!" 

" Selini ? . . . . Van ! are you sure it was 
Selini?" 

"Verily; Selini! Why should that 
startle you so ? " 

" A tragic name — a criminal name in 
the chronicles of my ancestors ? " 

"Yours, man?" 

"Mine. I never told you this, but it is 
the tnith : I am a lineal descendant of 
the good Doge Dondolo ! " 

" Nonsense, Donalds ? . . . . Donalds — 
Dondolo, well, well ! there is a certain con- 
formity. But what under heavens has 
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that to do with this death-smelling parch- 
ment Ariosto?" 

"Everything — all! Selini was a con- 
spirator, — a co-conspirator, according to 
the chronicles, with the son of Dondolo, 
and also a rival in a most desperate love- 
affair. It was at that barbarous period of 
history when a man might slip a piece of 
paper upon which was written an accusa- 
tion, into a hole in the wall of the Doge's 
Palace — you remember the very spot, it 
is still shown you — and the accused was 
called up, tried by a masked Council of 
Three, and ninety-nine chances to one, 
woke up the next morning well launched 
upon eternity, his body swinging by the 
neck over the palace balcony. Dondolo 
was thus accused by his co-conspirator 
Selini, thrown into one of those horrible 
dungeons, tried after terrible suffering, 
and hanged between the Byzatine pillars 
on the Piaz^etta. Now to the point! 
The pergamena that bound this volume 
of Ariosto is not animal parchment ! " 
"Good God ! — man, what absurdity ! " 
"Not at all, not at all! I have exam- 
ined it to my most satisfying assurance. 
I have tested it by every scrutiny of 
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science, by every solvent chemistry boasts, 
and it is proven me. That smooth, oily, 
death-smelling parchment is nothing oth- 
er than human skin, and, what is more 
** Well, well ! — what more ? 
" Yes, I am brave enough to say it, — 
it is the identical skin torn from the body 
of Marco Dondolo, son of the good Doge 
Dondolo, — my ancestor ! " 

''Heavens! Donalds, you frighten — 
you amaze me ! • . . • I think I had better 
light the gas for fear that you prove your- 
self a ghost, or strangle me with some of 
your death-breathing surprises." 

'' No, no ; sit still Let me tell you alL" 
". . . .And — and is there more ? * * 
'' Only a little, confirming what I have 
said. You know it to be an historical fact 
that those barbaric lovers of the horrible 
used to amuse themselves with most cruel- 
ly insane whims, and every machinery 
that sharpened to a desperate point, their 
sensitive, southern imaginations. That 
they resorted to most astounding measures 
to satisfy their delights in things of mys- 
tery. For instance, the thigh-bone of a 
conspirator against a certain Doge, was 
made into sword-handles for that august 
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personage's body-guard. The skin of a 
dethroned Emperor was made into mag- 
nificent, gold mounted snuff-boxes for the 
usurper and his council ; and why not 
the skin of Marco Dondolo to bind a 
Greek testament ? These things are sig- 
nificant, I must confess, but why not as 
true as proven truth in other mysteries." 

'' Ah ! Donalds, to what base uses may 
we return ! I declare, Jack, you amaze 
me beyond measure. I shall expect you 
to-morrow to bring me the veritable 
bung-hole stopped up with the dust of 
Alexander, according to Hamlet's dis- 
coursing.** 

"Van, you are an unfeeling wretch, — 
a rank P3rrrhonist I shall say no more. 
I shall go to my room and bury myself 
till I have solved all, and you need not 
call upon me, for I sha'n't be in...." 
adieu ! " 

"Donalds, hold on ! — one moment I 
meant no harm, old fellow, — stop!.... 

"I will not ; you have insulted me!" 

" I ? Jack Donalds, I have insulted — 
Jack ! stay a moment longer. Tell me — 
Donalds .... stop ! . . . . Impossible ! he is 
gone. Grod help him ! Grod help him ! 
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Jack Donalds is in peril . . . ." 



IV. 

The entrance of the DanaUPs mansion, 

rtrJ"s!cr.tt'mi " Good morning, Bagley. 
SSSJ2r'&T*' Is Master Jack in ? " 
"I 'ardly dare h'answer, sir!" 
"Ah, and a knowing fellow are you be- 
ginning to prove yourself. That *s right ; 
do n't say he is out when he is in, — at 
least, do n't say so to me. But Bagley, 
how came those dark rings under your 
stalwart British optics, say ? You look so 
sad and melancholy. What 's the poison 
that has leaked into your poor old soul, 
Bagley? Has Master Jack been ill-treat- 
ing you?" 

**h*Oh, no ! sir, h'oh no ; by no means, 
sir. Lord, sir, 'e 's a h'angel, e* is. He 
never is downright shabby to me, sir, but 
o' late, 'e is so strange, sir, so uncommon 
strange, that I have more 'n I can do, sir, 
to keep from running away from Mm sir." 
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"Why, Bagley, what can you mean by 
all this?" 

" I 'ardly knows m'self, sir. Somethink 
'as 'appened to Marter Jack, somethink 
desperate h'inside o' him, somethink *or- 
rible ! Why, sir, 'e sits up the whole 
blessed night a-talkin' to 'imsel', sir, as 
no sane mon, an' then he figgers, an' fig- 
gers, an' figgers, an' fumbles, an' makes 
as if he war fightin', sir, an' then a-lovin' 
somebody, an' then he squints through 
them telerscopes, an' mikerscopes an' 
things, an' laughs, an' cries, an' don't 
h'eat, — not a smitch does 'e h'eat, sir." 

" Bless me, Bagley, are you telling me 
the truth?" 

"The truth ?— why, sir, y' dun't knaw 
'alf o' it. If you 'ad to sleep wi"im one 
night an' listen to them carryins on ! Ah, 
'e's the most changedest mon, sir; 'e's 
not 'imsel' in one solitary partic'lar ; h'it 's 
jist as ef some devil 'rother 'ad slid into 
them young bones an' made an h'old 
mon o' 'im a'ready." 

"Very strange is all this, Bagley!" 

" 'E makes me sleep on a heap o' rugs 
on the floor, sir, in one corner o* 'is lab'- 
tory, an' ah, sir, 'ard is the bed an* 'or- 
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— * 

rible is the sleep h*I gets, h'l *m a-feared 
'o my life, for a fac* ; I dar' n't go to sleep 
a minute, sir. Every time I h'opens my 
eyes, there 'e sits at his books, holdin* 
that skin thing afore the light, an' he 
keeps a-readin' somethink through it!" 

"Through what, Bagley ?" 

"Don't get h'excited, sir, I begs; I 
gets quite enough of that when I 'm wi' 
*im. Yes, sir, the bloody skin thing 'e 
tore h'off that book you gave *im — and 
h'it 's got a h'awf ul peculiar smell, — sort 
o' deady, do n't you know !" 

"Well, well; what about it? What 
does he hold it to the light for ? " 

"I dunno. 'E stretched it on a frame, 
sir, and when *e 'olds it afore the light, *e 
'owls and 'owls with — with a sort of tri- 
umph, h'l expects." 

" Triumph ? — triumph at what ? " 

"Why, at the 'oles, I expects, sir." 

"What holes?—" 

"Why, sir, there's billions of little 
worm-holes or somethink 'r other through 
that skin, sir, — little 'oles like as made 
with a pin, sir ; and 'e makes dozens of 
copies of them, throws the copies into 
the was'-basket, and then keeps on mak- 
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ing more. Ah, God help me, sir — " 
** Impossible ! — what can it all mean ?" 
" I can't h'imagine, sir, h*it *s 'orrible 
strange — 'orrible ! " 

" See here, Bagley, you *r a good fel- 
low ; here 's a five dollar gold piece ; 
that 's worth nearly a guinea, Bagley, and 
it 's all yours, every bit of it, if you res- 
cue one of those copies out of the paper- 
basket. I would like to see what they 
look like. If he does not invite me into 
his secret as a friend, I shall steal in as 
an enemy. Get one of those copies and 
send it to me, and this bright, pretty 
piece of convenience is yours ! " 

" h'All right, sir, directly, directly, God 
bless y', a dozen o' 'em ef you wish ; but 
mind you, ef you go as crazy as Marter 
Jack over the bloody nightmare, don't 
you blame Phil Bagley." 

" Never mind, never mind ; do as I say 
and leave the rest to me. Hush ! now ; 
do n't tell Master Jack that I called to- 
day ; you need n't say a word about it 
Just rescue one of those papers for me, 
take it around, and if I am not at home, 
leave it with my man John. Under- 
stand ? " 
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"h'l understands perfectly, sir, per- 
fectly. Thank you, Marter Van ; and if 
I *ave any serious to-do with Marter Jack, 
sir, I may call upon you for *elp, sir ! " 

" For anything, Bagiey, for anything 
.... I shall await these revelations." 



V. 

Being the first of the browiupaper 

communications from 

BagUy, 

S5£;!S*^/*t«rJl mastor van — i inclos one 
quffdiov, q{ them blody pappers 

whitch mastor jak throws into the was- 
papper baskit i am word to deth about 
poor mastor jak sir i am he is paking Up 
his trunk sir sas he is goin over th oshen 
& he wonts me to go long i dont wunt to 
go but i Will go for the good lord only 
nose whot will becum of poor jak donalds 
if i lets him go alone sir god bless You 
sir i am werry Mutch donharted i think 
of my wif & childern two of them i got 
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to once sir lord keep em heaven only nose 
ware they Wud go to if in one of them 
tantrums mastor jak shud cut my trote 

good By 

phil Bagley — 
p. s. i wish you wud call on mastor jak & 
if he Wunt let You in bust don the dore 



VI. 

Being ajragment of the enclosure. 
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VII. 

Being a communication from Van diS' 

patched to probe the Donalds 
mansion. 

In which Van's 80- My dear Jack : — I have 

tloHude find out" 

raged pride find called at VOUr wallcd-UD 

aomewhat of re- ,. , , . . 

lief, solitude several times since 

you left me in such ungallant haste the 
other night, and each time, been utterly 
denied admittance to your laboratory. 
Now this is to politely inform you that 
in my belief, you are making one of the 
great mistakes of your life thus to throw 
over the ballast of a friend such as I have 
ever proven to you, Jack, to lighten this 
mysterious balloon business of yours. I 
half grant you pardon before you ask it, 
in the assurance that you are a sick man ; 
for no one but a man suffering from some 
inexplicable nervous illness could change 
so in a few weeks. Now, my sorely de- 
linquent Pylades, after all the over-mu- 
tual confidences and oaths of friendship 
eternal that have sobered down our lives 
in each other's circle, I have a right to 
know the cause of this breach of faith,' — 
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this lack-confidence so ill-becoming you, 
and entreat, by all the treasured mutual- 
ities of the past, that ere it be too late 
and the door of my house and heart be 
closed to you, you speedily unveil these 
mysterious skeletons and stand before 
me a whole being again, — something 
more than a morbid semblance of the 
Jack Donalds I once knew — stand be- 
fore me disclosed and forgiven. Forget 
not the honor of a friend's implied oath. 
If it be adversity that separates us, let it 
be like the adversity of the past that has 
only strengthened us. Let me share 
your anxiety and sorrow, if such be the 
cause of this separation, and I shall be 
happy in them, since anything rather than 
this cold, suspense, becoming not us, dear 
Jack, is far worthier us, and more de- 
voutly to be sought. 

God bless you ! 

Van. 



6o A Venetian Sttuty 



A telegraphic communicatum from 
Jack Donalds, 



Mr. Van 



Waskingtofi Sqtuire^ 

New York, 
Eureka cypher found dondolo exonerated 
confiscation tortious estate recoverable thank god 
sail umbria good bye. 

JACK DONALDS. 



IX. 

A second brown-paper communiccUion from Bagley, 

lord bles us sir go to sterner umbry be- 
fore to oclock an bed of master jak be is 
gone stark mad i wunt go with bim so be 
give me a cut over tbe i do sometbin im- 
ejutly plese i pray god my beart is brok 

Pbil Bagley 
master jak burnt yur leter up & be did 
not even reed it 
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X. 

On deck Steamship Umbria a few minutes 
before sailing. Confusion reigning, 

So^ntwB hu fa- " Hello ! Van — why, hum ! 

ontheoerg9ofa9- — yOU here? 

''^''•- "Yes, Jack, I am here. 

Take a good look at me and satisfy your- 
self that I am no ghost. I am here, and 
let me tell you plainly, in one of the 
vilest moods that any man's disregard for 
my wishes and opinions ever sunk me. 
Now, Jack Donalds, you have treated 
me like a dog; you have just twelve 
minutes to make your apologies in, right 
here, — right here on deck ! " 

** Why, my dear fellow — " 

"This is no *dear fellow' business I 
am on, sir. I come not with a metheglin 
speech and flowers to say ' good bye ' to 
my Sir Pertinax ; I come with a sword 
and I intend to use it. . . .Jack, why did 
you burn my letter without even open- 
ing it ? " 

" Why, Van, — eh, my dear f el — I say, 
why do you talk that rag'mufSn bravado 
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right here on deck ? Come, let 's go 
below." 

" No ; we have n't time, Jack." 
" Then follow me up forward the fore- 
castle. Do n't let the whole world into 

our squabbles ! Now, old fellow, here 

you are ; be calm. This is all a surprise 
— a most amazing surprise to me — " 

** What think you, then, the quality of 
mj amazement at your conduct ? " 

" Ah ! but I had no idea I was doing 
any wrong. Van ; 'pon my heart, I did n't. 
That letter — oh, why. . . .who told you I 
burned it?" 

" Never mind ; I asked why ? " 
" Impulse, Van, a pure, simple, devil's 
contagion, — a violent, unconquerable 
something that has mastered me and 
made a desperate man of me ever since 
you gave me tliat second volume of 
Ariosto. I really think it has turned the 
whole world swimming in dietro to my 
eyes. Why, my poor man Bagley shrinks 
from me ; and so seems everything and 
everybody. Van, but you, my brave fel- 
low, you have a soldier's heart ; you will 
not fear any of these changeful vagaries 
of mine — you will stand at my side. 
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Come now, old fellow, we are about to 
part ; I could not now tell you why. Van, 
only I must go to Venice. Hear it ! that's 
the bell — you have only three minutes. 
Let 's not quarrel, my man !. . . .Take my 
hand. . . .God ! What have I not suffered 
in the last few weeks ? Look at me ! I 
am simply a wreck of my former self — 
an anomaly — a satire. All my spirit, 
warmth of aspiration and gaiety seem 
to have sunken far beyond my g^asp 
— seem to have been sucked from my 
vitals by that horrible leech — that — that 
death-smelling pergamena ! No, no ; 
do n't shrink from me. Van : you of all 
the world should be brave when even I 
am a coward proven ; you should extenu- 
ate my failings in your heart where now 
you impute them to a most gross waving 
of duty ! " 

" Did you strike Bagley this morning. 
Jack ? " 

" Yes ; to my shame and crimination, I 
did strike Bagley a blow on the forehead ; 
and, Van, I would cover that little wound 
with gold a foot deep if that would heal 
it into forgetfulness. But the real wound 
is beyond the reach of such stuff, and 
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now the last thread that binds him faith- 
ful to me, is broken. I insulted him and 
thought that he insulted me in proper 
return. On the strength of the misun- 
derstanding, I struck him ; I never was 
so sorry for a deed of cowardice in my 
life." 

"Well, there is Bagley, see! — down 
there in the crowd on the dock. You 
have a chance to show your manliness 
now. Jack, by apologizing to him here 
before me. You need not shrink that 
way ; if I gave a dog a dishonorable blow, 
I should not consider it an improper low- 
ering of my pride to make just amends 
.... Bagley ! Bagley ! I say — you 're 
wanted up here instantly ; do n't lose a 
second .... Here he comes. Now, Jack 
there is no use trying to be angry with 
you long ; I cannot do it, and never could. 
Just as I resolve upon my heart to give 
you your solid due in a proper castiga- 
tion of curses, you conquer me with a 
single look — with a single amenity of 
speech that plagues me back into my old 
forgiving mood again. Now, say, quickly. 
Jack, confess briefly : what in the name 
of the Mysteries are you going to Venice 
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for ? — may I not be enlightened ?" 

" What for ? Why, Van, you do n't inti- 
mate that you are ignorant of — " 

" Ignorant of everything, my dear fel- 
low, ignorant of my very existence when 
you are at hand with some of your in- 
congruities of deed and word. Come." 

"Why, I have discovered the crypto- 
graphic cypher of Dondolo on that piece 
of human parchment. I am going to 
Venice to prove it ! *' 

" Prove what. Jack ? — going to prove 
what ? Do n't you know you are talking 
the most abstract nonsense ? " 

" And do you mean to say. Van, that 
after all I have not made evident every- 
thing to you ? " 

" How have you ? Do you mistake me 
for a mind-solver — a sort of psychologi- 
cal apprehender of your abstractions by 
merely staring you in the eyes ? You 
have barred me from your precious secret. 
Jack, whatever it prove — a madman's 
vagary, or a saint's inspiration — yes, 
barred your best and worthiest friend 
from it as if it were too sacred to stand 
within my grasp of reason, and I might 
profane it by an honest scrutiny. Have 
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you just discovered my ignorance ?" 

"Truly enough, dear Van, truly enough 

But oh, misericordia ! how — where — 

when shall I begin ? How shall I dare 
venture upon so infinitely diflScult a 
task?...." 

" Hi — Bagley ! — here you are, good 
fellow, here you are, thank heaven ! 
Master Jack has a word or two with you. 

Why do you hang back so ? here — 

up here !. . . .Jove ! there is the last bell. 
Good bye. Jack ; now look here. Make 
me two promises upon your life, upon 
your life. Jack Donalds, — mind me now, 
I am dead in earnest — make me two sol- 
emn promises." 

" Anything, Van, anything under heav- 
en, so long as you will befriend me even 
in my weakness. What may they be?" 

"First, that you will not leave this 
steamer. Jack Donalds, without having 
written at full length, signed, sealed and 
delivered to the ship's post at Queens- 
town, an accurate, straightforward con- 
fession of every detail of this housed-up 
mystery. Not to withold a solitary fact 
— not a single measure of the truth barred 
from me longer. Second, to take Bagley 
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to Venice and keep him with you." 

"But, sir, h'l don't wants to go, sir, 
h'l don't!" 

"Yes you do ; you do n't know what you 
do want, Bagley — Master Jack has a word 
or two of private reconciliation — that is, 
he — eh — he wants to shake you by the 
hand again, Bagley — " 

" But, Van, I can't afford to take Bag- 
ley—" 

" Then I can. Here, Bagley, here 's 
my purse and plenty in it. In London 
or Paris draw on me for more if needed 
.... See here, Bagley, come one side with 
me. Say ; do n't you know Master Jack 
is a sick man ? " 

"God bless us h'all, sir, h'l do n't know 
wot to think these 'orrible tumble-down 
times, sir." . 

" Well, he 's a sick man, and you must 
take care of him. In case of trouble, 
cable me — that is, take your message to 
the United States Consul and tell him 
it must be sent to me by cable — see?" 

" Damme, h'l thinks maybe I do, sir, 
but h'l 'ardly knows for sure, sir." 

" There goes the bell again ! Good 
bye, Jack, my boy, keep your promise — " 
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" Van, you simply amaze me ! " 

" Do I ? — well, you have eight days of 
sea- voyage in which to get over it Now 
look you, Jack Donalds ; keep your oath 
to me. If you do n't — Jack, if you don't 
keep your promises, I '11 haunt you like a 
fiend. I '11 dog your steps to the end of 
your days." 

" Do n't say that, dear Van. Do n't say 
that." 

" Jack, I have done my duty by you — 
done it faithfully, conscientiously always : 
do you the same to me, and — and Grod 
bless you ! Good bye , . . . " 
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XI. 

Being a communication which reaches Van 

at the AthemEum^ and causes him 

to hasten home to his task, 

aJtla growaUpent- STEAMSHIP UmBRIA. — Mid- 
ant and aomeufhat -kk ^ j 

eontempiatioe. ocean. My dear, good com- 
rade, Van : I have certainly borne up 
under much misery of mind ever since 
our parting on Tuesday, much despond- 
ent and bitter reverting to the past 
having seized me, and much melancholy 
sown broadcast over these violent waves ; 
but still, ah, still this wound upon my 
heart. Van, — this aching gap left by 
your poignant words, heals not, and per- 
haps it is because the scourge was so 
deservedly inflicted. When I think it all 
over, Van, you dear, kingly-hearted old 
Spartan — ah, I half believe those warm 
honest eyes are upon me now — when I 
give the humor of the moment fullest 
league and limit, I see how wrong, how 
brutally wrong I was from the very first 
too keep my secret from you. I knew 



\ 



70 A Venetian Study 

when you called both times, dear fellow, 
I knew it, but I dared not let you see in 
what a deplorable condition of mind I 
was, Van, I knew not why, — I simply 
dared not, that is all There now, my 
honest Brutus let me take your good 
warm hand,and say Cassius-like from the 
depths of my poor heart, — 

** Have you not love enough to bear with me 
When that rash humor whkfa my mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? " 

then let these lashing, prophetic old 
waves answer back : 

" Yes, Cassius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He *11 think your mother chides and leaves you so ! " 

I thought to spare you at first, yes, only 
thought to spare you ; for you have so 
impressible and sensitive a heart with all 
its Tuscan ruggedness, and shrink so 
from the influence of this parchment 
mystery which is in truth the whole secret 
of the breach between us, and then this 
resolve gave way to reluctance, and fin- 
ally ended in a stoical abandonment of 
my brave project, and you are — stop ! 
do n't look at me that way, Van — God ! 
how real was that strange, strange image 
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that, just as I lifted my eyes and stared 
out over the tameless sea, came out of 
the fretful deep and stood black, seeth- 
ing and cruel on the crest of a single 
wave — your own hot feature that even 
the sea-fiends seemed to have learned by 
heart, to ape, cast back into my eyes and 
tantalize me. Ah, little thought I that 
your generous gift on that memorable 
night would prove so disastrous a wedge 
between such friends as the warm, blessed 
years have proven us, but let us be care- 
ful — oh, so watchfully guarding, lest the 
chasm widen and these twin spirits that 
were born and nurtured up into man's 
estate each for the other's sweet weal, 
be severed and shattered forever. 

These are my quieter moments, Van, 
moments dropt from heaven, all radiance, 
all benediction. And at ease here on 
deck at twilight as I drop my poor ach- 
ing temples to the pillow and the good ship 
rocks me to quietness, now giving my eyes 
a glimpse of the solemn sea and now rol- 
ling back that my thoughts lie in the 
bosom of the clouds and I watch the 
laughing stars peep out bolder from 
under the hem of the purple twilight, it 
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seems as if all the world must love you, 
because I love you. I write this with 
spontaneous hand, not daring to drop my 
eyes and behold what I have written, lest 
the tenderness of these thoughts bring 
the blush to the cheek of the strong man; 
but they are nearest my heart and must 
remain. 

I can realize and contemplate with hon- 
est reverence every deed that has dropt 
into the balance from my impulses. It 
is only when fevered by long, exciting 
study over this parchment mystery that 
I am no longer a philosopher and a sane 
man, doing unattributable things I am 
sorry for the moment after the doing, and 
by this fierce fire-light robbed of my so- 
berer element, and made untrue to all the 
past has proven me. So now that I ap- 
proach you in calmness, realize my better 
heart. . . . Bagley grows a little more com- 
municative by my renewed pettings and 
my officious soothings of his exaggerated 
wounds; but do you know, when you left 
us standing there alone forward the fore- 
castle, and he saw you disappeardown the 
deck, he turned and looked at me in such 
a helpless, abandoned sort of way, that I 
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had half the heart to let him go. He 
sprang to the side of the deck, and I be- 
lieve he would have jumped overboard to 
have escape me had I not most quietly 
constrained him, and soothed back those 
wrinkles with a little honev of entreat- 
ment which he is so unused to that it acts 
as a narcotic instantly. But this is neither 
here nor there ; to the point ! It seems 
as if^I had not the courage to fill this page 
with a confession of the whole truth that 
has steeped my days and deeds of late in 
so impenetrable a labyrinth, but should I 
die, there would remain no other record 
than this, and for the sak; of those dear 
to you in such an event, as well as for 
your own satisfaction which I know is 
not prompted of an idly curious desire 
to pry my lips apart, I will unbosom to 
you. 

That pergamena, as I before assured 
you, though without the certain proof 
that settled the conjecture in my mind, is 
human parchment, taken as I have further 
proven, from tiie heaviest part of the leg. 
By a careful and studied microscopic ex- 
amination I was convinced of these facts, 
but was puzzled by certain minute spots 
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in this pergamena which must have been 
little wounds upon the live flesh, — little 
poison needle- pricks perhaps, that had 
left a slight discoloration ; but to my sur- 
prise and assurance, on holding the parch- 
ment before a very strong light in a dark 
room, the little wounds seemed to extend 
clear through, many having so open a 
puncture that the light penetrated them. 
By a studied chemical process I found 
that the pricks were poisoned in order to 
keep the wounds from healing. There 
were long, mysterious lines of them in 
such studied precision that I was seized 
with the conviction that they contained a 
cryptographic cypher. These minute 
punctures I copied accurately and studied 
out the key. I found that it was a con- 
fession of Marco, son of Doge Dondolo, 
pricked into his flesh probably while 
awaiting the summons the Council of 
Three and the inevitable death-penalty. 
It was virtually the revealment of the 
whole truth of the conspiracy in which 
Dondolo, it was accused, was implicated. 
It exonerates him in full, and proves that 
the confiscated estate of the House of 
Dondolo, half of which went to the ac- 
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cusor and half to the state, was an un- 
lawful seizure, and I, being the only 
lineal representative of Marco Dondolo, 
am going to Venice, and shall engage 
the best Italian counsel to make a dash 
of reprisal by following up this clew and 
gaining to the rightful heir the vast estate 
which now lies in their hands. Tliere is 
only one line in the whole confession that 
bafSes me ; but I hope by a clearer, re- 
newed effort, to gain the point ere long. 
If I do not, I shall say nothing about it. 
That which precedes it and that which 
comes after it, is all that is necessary ; 
if favorable, it could avail little ; and if 
unfavorable, it would only render my task 
more embittering. The cryptograph is in 
Italian, and much abbreviated. In this 
one line the wounds must have almost 
healed upon the living flesh, for they are 
very incomplete. The task is to supply 
these missing microscopic dots. The con- 
fession is in four parts, — FrimOy Secando^ 
TerzOy Quarto ; it is this Quarto that ba£9es 
me. 

Now, my dear fellow-craftsman, this 
is calmly, scientifically, generously con- 
fessed. It is the whole truth and nothing 
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but the truth, God bless you ; do not mis- 
take any of my doings. I shall write you 
often and post you as to my progress. 
That Quarto gives me many sleepless 
nights, i fear there is something in the 
one line that will surprise and overthrow 
me. Still, why am I turned sceptic amid 
all this which has so proven belief? — 
what is there possible to be said that 
could overthrow all that precedes and fol- 
lows?.... My hand trembles and I must 
stop!.... 



XII. 

A communtcatum from Bagley written 
on the edge of a newspaper. 

In which the equa- o a. • i t ^ i 

nimity of thu per- SiR — master jack Is mutch 

aonage la regained • « 

and sustained. improved sencc you giv 
him that blody takinto on the stemer dek 
the day You & us parted i am verry glad 
sir that you purswadid me to go with him 
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sir i Am & i feal verry sory that i sed as 
i did say as mite be missunderstude by 
enyone but you who nose him so well & 
me to god bles your hart sir i am so blody 
hapy in thinkin of my wif & childern 
whitch i shal soon see god save them all 
you know thos cordyroi trossers you giv 
me are al out in the seat sir & i have to 
put sum stons in my cotale pokets to 
keap my red flanils from shoin when the 
wind bloos heven be thanked ther is no 
bulls on bord i shal tell my wif how good 
you be i dont no wot she wil say wen she 
sees my hul ten tose stikin out of my 
stokins whitch luk like as they wer mits 
i shal rite oftin abot master jak sir he taks 
to hissef a grate deel yet in fak sir i think 
as mutch as ever he did only perhaps not 
so blody loud as he did afore good bi 

your everlasten frend 

phil Bagley 
p s — master jak got a takin to the oshen 
las nite & wen i woke up he had his hed 
thru the porthole & cudnt get it bak agin 
so i told him if he dident shuttup his 
dom taking to hissef & keping the nabers 
awak i wud let him stay ther war he wus 
so he promist an i got his blody hed out of 
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the port hole agin and he shuttup i wish 
you cud git into my close trunk & send 
me a cleen shirt for godsake 

pB 



XIII. 

A note of gratulaticu a$ui admonishment to Bagley, 

B/ipa/LlilZd^- Dear Bagley :— You were 
**''*^' very good and deserve 

much credit for your promptness and 
straight-forward posting me as to your 
Master Jack's capers. You will be in 
Venice long ere this reaches England, so 
I will mail direct to Venice in care of 
the Caf^ Florian, and as I also shall all 
letters to Master Jack. Be a good, kind 
friend to Donalds, a clever watch over his 
ways that he fall into no mischief, and 
write me every day or two regarding his 
actions. Give the enclosed letter to him. 
It is of much importance concerning that 
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sheet of paper you gave me, and must be 
delivered to him immediately. Bum this, 
Bagley, and do n*t let Jack think by any 
of your wa3rs that you believe him insane, 
even if he does things that are very 
strange. Stand by him in everything. 
Bum this, I repeat " 



XIV. 

Enclosed ofmmwtkatian to Jack DamcUds, 

wH'ta'Sm'^S^ Dear Jack : Your letter 
of M§ reaearehe*. simply amazed me. I can 

but thank you for the honest epistle, but re- 
gret that you did not have tlie courage to 
let me into your secret by the front door 
while you were with me, instead of this 
oblique manner which ill becomes the 
mutual duty. You certainly made a great 
mistake, Jack, in the wedging an ocean 
between us like this, and, too, at the very 
hour when of all times, I flatter myself 
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you need my counsel and balancing qual- 
ity, if you please. 

But, dear fellow, let the captious hawk 
chatter away by himself while I proceed 
to more serious business. I too have a 
confession. Jack, one of the abject, crawl- 
ing kind, in a way, and yet of a certain 
triumphant order that will redeem the 
reprobation of the deed. I called upon 
you ; you denied me : naturally enough 
the outraged quality by which we recog- 
nize the honor of a friend, was aroused 
to a new, a poignant, prying sense, per- 
haps half unnatural curiosity and half 
natural demand. I pried Bagley open 
as easily as an oyster, and he developed 
into something inspired in the way of a 
second hand Northumberland Ariel. He 
told me all he knew, — little enough in- 
deed — which only heightened the meas- 
ure of my marvelling and cupidity to 
gain and retain the point At my dicta- 
tion, this Bagley rescued one of your 
scrawling Asian mysteries from the waste- 
paper basket — one of the copies of the 
pergamena cryptograph,— and by the aid 
of your labyrinthine notes which soon 
become intelligible to me, and by the 
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fierce light of a desire to know and out- 
wit you perhaps at your own profession, 
I spent days and nights over it, and am 
pleased to say that I am now well pro- 
gressed. The Primo^ Terzo and Quarto I 
deciphered with perfect ease, but the 
Secondo bafSes me. In the Quarto I was 
obliged to supply much that appeared to 
be missing, and thus found the affair 
easy enough. I am surprised that you 
could have so mistaken the facts. Oh, 
Jack Donalds, if you had discovered the 
wonderful secret of that Quarto, you would 
never have left these shores. That Quarto 
defeats — kills your project. I shall not 
humor you by making it plain here on 
paper that may possibly reach profane 
eyes, so, if you really want to know my 
version — the true, vital version of the 
fourth confession of Marco Dondolo, you 
must either come to me, or in becoming 
humbleness, beckon me over to compan- 
ion you in this project as in all others of 
the past You need not implore me to 
commit it to paper ; it shall not be done. 
Be good to poor Bagley ; this is a 
solemn sacrifice for him, displaying a 
most generously sympathetic and affec- 
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tionate quality. Remember, he could 
leave at any moment and get better pay, 
and, yes, — let me reproach you just a 
a little sternly — better treatment than is 
blest him in the valetship of Jack 
Donalds. 

All's well ; write often. 

God bless you ! 

Van. 



XV. 

A hasty scrawl from Bagley at Vemce, 

ZT.ZtS^rZ SiR.-ther is tunder to 

Washington 8quar; pa i dont nO WOt tO do 

now for mastor jak Got yur leter adrest 
to me and heavenelpus wot you think he 
don he opened & red the one for me & 
thru it in the fire along with the other 
one whitch i expose was for him tho i 
dont no he did not reed the one for him 
and sed damim wlien the flams tuk hold 
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on ynr leter he is rasin cane agen al over 
town & abusis me lik a blody ox he dus i 
wish i hed never cum over hear with him 
but stade ther wer i was he Fel from one 
of them gondolys las nite & one of them 
gondolymen saved his lif & then he pum- 
bled the gondolyman for doin it for god- 
sak com over direkly sir or jak donals 
wil kil hissef and the hole tone to i think 
there mus be somthin bustid enside of 
him i do las nite he tuk me by the trote 
an choked me til i saw every thin red an 
green lik an ast me if i Thout he was In- 
sain i told him good god no so he let me 
of with only a blak i if i had sed yes i 
Wud be plain a harp & singen hims this 
mornen he has a] my monny & i cant get 
away or i wud for hevensak do somthen 
about this quik or phil Bagley is a ded 
man .... 
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XVI. 

A pUUniive appeal from the Vice 
Consul oj Venice, 

Which ouimlfitttea a J^Y DeAR VaN.— I writC 
reaoloe In the heart ' . 

of Van. you in a State of perplexity 

such as I rarely experience. Remember- 
ing you with such heartfelt promptings 
of friendship, and feeling assured that 
you would do me a most earnest and im- 
portant favor, I beg to make known to 
you a few facts relevant to a mysterious 
affair, which, fearing you are not ac- 
quainted in the remotest detail, I will 
make as plain as such inexplicable mat- 
ters may be at my inefficient hands, and 
shall ask you to corroborate those facts 
with which you are conversant, as well 
as answer a few of my hopeful and solic- 
itious queries. 

There is an American here — one Jack 
Donalds — a very strange and unfathom- 
able character, and with whom, I am 
told, you are acquainted — that has liter- 
ally set the city in a most staggering fer- 
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ment. He proves, and most plausibly 
too, let me assure you at the outset, that 
he is a lineal descendant of the good 
Doge Dondolo. His papers and records, 
meagre as they are, have here a full sub- 
stantiation in the chronicles of the Ar- 
chive, and for this much, all is correct, 
not wanting a single line or bridge to 
complete the downward highway of evi- 
dences from that day to this. If Don- 
dolo's son Marco had not died a prisoner 
— executed I believe upon decree of the 
dread Council of Three — and his estate, 
vast as it was, confiscated by the state 
and divided with his informer, this man 
Donalds would be to-day the sole pos- 
sessor of the Dondolo estate, which, I am 
told by reputable authorities, is worth 
some twenty million lire. Now comes 
the mysterious argument In the family 
chronicles of the informer, Selini by 
name, — records now in the possession of 
Signorina Maria, a young girl lately left 
an orphan, and the last representative of 
the illustrious House of Selini, — there is 
an account of a drunken revel over the 
body of Marco Donoldo, the executed 
conspirator, and the barbarous confession 
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of having taken from the body of the 
dead criminal a portion of the skin, which, 
horrible sacrilege as it seems even in 
these superstitious days, was passed over 
to a legatura who bound an old Greek 
testament with it. This hideous relic 
came down in the family with its disgust- 
ing secret now almost become a legend ; 
but the mother of the present sole sur- 
vivor, some years before she died, was 
afflicted with so painful an aversion to 
the thing, that she broke the seal of the 
chest wherein it was kept, violated the 
injunction of her ancestor who charged 
that it should never pass from the pos- 
session of the House of Selini, and bore 
the mysterious treasure away, giving it, 
as it proves, to an old second-hand book 
dealer, in exchange for some more mod- 
ern and less horrifying a nightmare. 
Record beyond this is lost completely 
till it turns up here in the full blaze of 
latter-day thirst for antiquated mystery, 
having exchanged its biblical enclosure 
which it had disgraced so many years, 
for the second volume of an old and val- 
uable series of Ariosto. The legature 
here recognized his handiwork instantly 
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and remembers having bound it for 
you. Donalds afiSrms that you gave him 
the volume, feeling assured that there 
hung about it some benightmared ghost- 
ry, yet not knowing the truth of its his- 
torical values. Now comes the inexplic- 
able part which to all the world seems 
plain enough without further substantia, 
tion, but still I hope for something from 
you by way of corroboration. Thi» 
gaunt figured Donalds has called all tho 
wise heads of Venice together, from the 
Prefect to the custom expert at the Dog, 
ana, proven his origin by a logical 
enough train of reason, shown them the 
parchment which he has torn from th* 
volume, and demonstrated from certaii^ 
signs upon its surface, the fact that Selin> 
was the traitor, and not Marco Dondolc 
who is the herein exonerated, and thjH 
Dondolo was wrongfully convicted ana 
executed, his estate being confiscated 
and divided with the informer. Donalds 
demands, and, let me say, sir, it looks as 
if his plausible demand would receive 
universal approval, strange as is its train 
of logic, the return to the rightful heir of 
the Dondolo family, /. ^., to himself, the 
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whole confiscation. This is serious busi- 
ness for the state ; but, let me add, far 
more serious to this one survivor of the 
House of Selini, and means nothing short 
of the disgrace and poverty of an inno- 
cent young woman who now stands the 
honored and beloved of all admiring eyes. 
Donalds has procured the ablest counsel 
in Italy, on shares I believe, and they un- 
dertake the whole prosecution, which 
they have ventured upon in solemn good 
earnest. Now let me further confess, if 
I do not already weary you with what is 
to me a vitally interesting affair, this 
man Donalds, in my candid estimation, is 
somewhat insane. He has done and is 
daily doing the most unaccountably 
strange things, carrying out the whims 
and aberrations of a madman with the 
prodigal power of a foreigner in a land 
of foreigner-worship. 

In the matter against tne Selini estate 
and the state of Venice, he has a clear 
enough claim ; but for a weekor[two has 
ceased pressing the matter, as if secretly 
satisfied in being recognized an apt 
solver of a most astounding enigma. In- 
deed since his meeting with this fair re- 
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presentative of the famous House of Sel- 
ini, he has abrubtly curtailed all proceed- 
ings, halting the lawyers in their bom- 
bardment of the city's treasury, and in 
her presence as well as out of it, acts the 
most staggering role. To be disburdened 
of my candid conjecture — which conjec- 
ture is not without a certain positive her- 
alding of the truth — Mr. Donalds is in 
love with the amiable Signorina whose 
possessions it now becomes his necessity 
to besiege, and stricken with a realizing 
sense of her dependence upon this one 
prop he is about to snatch from her, he 
shrinks from the pursuance of the pro- 
ject that would surely leave her in dis- 
grace and penury. The city, in the mean- 
time, writhes as in a fever of wonder and 
prying curiosity, and Donalds' strange 
manoeuvres are exaggerated to the ut- 
most. Let me know any facts which may 
throw the slightest glimmer upon the 
mysterious case, and I shall reward you 
with a current chronicle of proceedings 
at the other end of the line. 
As ever cordially, 

J. J. Jackson. 
Donalds has a valet with him, Bagley 
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by name, who seems to be losing flesh 
and conscience in the eager suspense. He 
pleads with me to beseech you for funds 
that he may forswear his master and re- 
turn home. While I am truly sorry Don- 
alds gives him such solicitude, I really 
think Bagley ought to be persuaded to 
stay with his master, or some one who has 
more influence over Donalds, — I mean 
of a physical rather than a psychical kind, 
for that man Donalds strikes straight from 
the shoulder — be found to companion 
him in a way, till he recovers his senses 
somewhat. J. J. J. 



Cablegram, 

U. S. ViCE-CoNSUL, Venice. 

Feel that case is urgent sail t<hday via 
Ha;vre inform Bagley but not Donalds, 

Van. 
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XVII. 

A curt communication from Bagley, 

??n'«t S?T^1 god bless your sole master 
daSsZ'fr^^''*'" van the vice consil received 
your cabil mesage saing you was coming 
i rite you this in grate hast for my hart is 
way up in my trote with joy sir and send 
it to paris to hed you of dont wate a mint 
on the way but hury along for master jak 
is on one of them old tanterum fits agen 
an i am wel ni ded 

ons mor god bles your sole. 

phil Bagley 



Telegram, 

U. S. ViCE-CoNSUL, Venice. 

Zeaz'e Turin this morning meet me nine 
thirty if possible. Van. 
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XVIII. 

Venice, Van and his friend of old^ the 

Vice Consuly hand-clasped at ease 

in thegondoh, 

rendera^ln^^Caaar "VaN, my gOOd friend, 

cisilT''^^'''^' I am overjoyed to see you 
again, though my delight is scarcely 
heightened in its humor by the inaus- 
picious developments in this strange 
friend of yours. . . . Vittorio, by the Rial- 
to directly to the Piazza! " 

" Va beney Signore, Stali! stalil — ecco 
me ! " 

" I thought, Mr. Jackson, that I might 
be intercepted at Paris by a letter from 
you, but I only received one of poor Bag- 
ley's brown -paper nightmares, all spas- 
modic God-bless-yous, fright, cursings, 
and no news. I hoped a missive from 
you might put my anxieties at ease." 

"Ah well, I thought many times of 
writing, but was deterred by these ardu- 
ous consular cares as of old, you know, 
which duties have been much aggravated, 
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as you may imagine by the wavering un- 
certainty of this Donalds' case." 

" Anything new of late ? " 

"New? — well it's all new enough. 
It's like a mummy of one of the Ptolemies 
dragged from its tomb and set up for 
popular awe with the tomb-damps still 
clinging about it. It is new of course, but 
dreadfully old at the same time." 

"What then is the latest?" 

"Ah, Van, don't ask me yet. Let's 
not run up this chain backwards. Let 
us begin at the first — coddle and analyze 
these earlier leakages of the cup that in- 
toxicates us all, and test them with our 
proper alchemies. " 

" What think you of the whole affair, 
Mr. Jackson ? " 

"Think of it — what do I think of it? 
— well, I hardly know how to answer 
you. It is one of the most inscrutable, 
indecipherable mazes that ever has been 
my misfortune to become inveigled into, 
for I must confess, my abject curiosity 
which has led me into mischief before 
this, has now sunken me beneath the 
weight of a sort of crux criticorutn^ yes, 
and asinorutn too, till I am destined to 
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wrangle Donalds free, or go down with 
him. As for the pergamena, it simply 
out-sphinxes the sphinx ! " 

•* And how has he behaved of late ? " 

" Worse and worse, I am pained to con- 
fess ; more despondent and consequent- 
ly desperate; more love-stricken and 
hence more irritable; more certain of 
success which he now shrinks to embrace, 
hence the madder. You know he nearly 
killed poor Bagley ! " 

" Heavens ! — what ? " 

"Yes ; he cut Bagley with a stiletto 
very badly, [t's an ugly wound, but 
Bagley is as true as steel, though, natur- 
ally enough, he is afraid of his employer. 
Yes ; Bagley is as faithful a martyr to an 
insane vagarist as only a very brave man 
could be. He appeals to me almost 
hourly for news from you, and beseeches 
me to use all modern engineries in his 
poor, martyred behalf. He came to me 
the other day with one of his brown-paper 
harangues, said the post would not carry 
it to you quickly enough, and wanted me 
to cable it. I pacified him with half a 
promise sandwiched between my sup- 
pressed smiles, and laid the huge chron- 
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icle of grievances in the pigeon-hole. It 
would have cost a fortune to cable and 
probably liave torn the cable all to pieces 
with its chivalrous English and knock- 
kneed orthography. I shall deliver it to 
you in person." 

"Was he badly hurt then ?" 

" It might have proven a more serious 
wound ; and, if Bagley had not sworn in 
exoneration of his master, you might 
have had the pleasure of greeting Jack 
on the Eiva in that imposing edifice with 
bars at the windows." 

" Not at all a delightful thought to con- 
template, Mr. Jackson." 

" But that has all passed and proven 
Bagley every inch a philosopher, and half 
a saint. He affirms, however, that there 
is but one man that can handle Donalds 
and curb those spasms of tremendous 
rage which recur too often for public and 
private good. I trust, upon heart, I trust 
this is so." 

" Well, we have been friends from boy- 
hood. Jack and I, but these changes — bless 
my stars, Mr. Jackson, they bewilder me. 
Why, sir, he used to be one of the most 
docile, innocent, jovial-hearted fellows—- 
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why, I can't be persuaded that this is 
Jack Donalds dragging me over here to 
help him ou( of this madman's mischief." 

'' And has n't he always been like this, 
Van ? " 

"Like this? — no. I never dreamt 
there was a latent spark in his whole na- 
ture that could be fanned into so savage 
a conflagration as threatens to make fools 
of himself and all his friends. He used to 
be so opened-souled, fathomable, free, 
don't you see, so opposite me in my un- 
genial unapproachablenessto any but old- 
time friends, so full of that God-blessed 
quality that construes our commonplace 
days to things worth living for after all. 
Well, he has been ever disposed to lavish 
his charities upon others : I certainly am 
willingly disposed to be prodigal of that 
same in return." 

"That 's best, Van, after all. And is it 
true that you gave him this parchment 
volume ? " 

"Yes, to my sorrow I confess it, though 
I have wished a thousand times it were in 
ashes where I have often more than half 
resolved to immolate it at the altars of 
the fiends. He has told you nothing that 
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concerns me in the mysterious matter 
that I cannot verify to the utmost. He 
seemed much fascinated by the thing, 
and I, while his infatuation increased, 
nursed my aversion the more. He 
begged to 'borrow the loan of it/ as Bag- 
ley says, and I, bless my soul, I was only 
so glad to see the thing safely from under 
my peaceful, heart's-easing roof. Since 
that very night, he has been a changed 
man. God keep the boy, I trust nothing 
really serious will be the outcome of all 
this, but I truly wish that death-smelling 
pergamena Ariosto was well sunken in its 
proper limbo! — " 

"Death-smelling, say you? — Ah, that's 
the word precisely." 

"Then you saw it ?" 

" Yes ; when Donalds pleaded his cause 
so admirably before the Prefect and the 
state officials some weeks ago, and again 
I saw it in his little study in the Palazzo 
Contarini. It 's a most astonishing 
thing ! " 

"But — begging your pardon for grow- 
ing over-confidential, Mr. Jackson — can 
he read it all ? " 

" All r — all what ? What do you mean 
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by that, pray, Van, my dear fellow ? " 

" Why, all this parchment chronicle, — 
this steganography of Marco Dondolo? 
— is it all obvious and intelligible to him 
and the world ? " 

*• Why, I suppose so, — it must be, 
since it is plain enough to base such as- 
tounding procedures upon. It's this 
way. Van : it *s divided into three parts ; 
il FrimOy Secondo^ e Terzo — " 

« And — " 

" Well, and what, Van ? — what else ? " 

"... .And Quarto^ my dear sir, there is 
a Quarto yet unsolved ! Do n't you know 
that ? " 

''You astound me. I thought it was 
all plain to him." 

" Ah, and that contains the secret that 
overthrows it all ! Silence ! — calm your- 
self, Mr. Jackson. That Quarto is to me 
an open, solved enigma. I alone have 
pried the secret, and if I chose, I could 
use it as a lever to the Devil's vantage. 
But keep my secret The greatest reve- 
lation of all that death-smelling oracle 
Jack Donalds has yet to learn ! " 

" You amaze me most profoundly. . . . 
but here we are at the Piazzetta. Let us 
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go directly to tlie Caf ^ Florian and inter- 
cept him ! " 

" No, no ; not yet, Mr. Jackson. Let 
us go to the Consulate first, and make 
our plans for the future." 

•*Ah, Van, you are the same leveL 
headed old diplomat, I see ! " 



XIX. 



Donald's apartments in the Cantarinu Van at the 

wmdaw smoking listlessly. Jack out' 

stretched an the rugs beyond. Room 

in the maddest confusion^ 

heaped with rubhish and 

curios of all imagin- 

cUtle kinds, 

are opened a litUe ohESS you, my DOy, 

"''^•''* that is just the reason and 

none other, that I came to your rescue. 
I have been well posted on these matters, 
and know your pranks to the utmost de- 
tail, Jack, and I have come not to join in 
an awing, gaping, marvelling mob to prod 
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you on and marvel the more, but to bring 
peace and quiet, Jack, and I mean to 
stay. Bagley has been most shamefully 
treated at your hands, and I am aston- 
ished that you should break your oath 
which I hoped truly would last this 
long." 

" How broke I my oath. Van ? tell 
me — 

" By treating Bagley as if he were a 
Siberian exile and you his relentless custos. 
Ah, Jack, you are a dogged mystery to 
us all. I am rather inclined to the mys- 
terious myself, but to nothing of your 
slavish order; just as I like animals, but 
monstrosities, bah!. . . .Now, my strange 
fellow of yore, I am with you and intend 
staying. You might as well calm your- 
self, rein yourself down to your natural 
meridian, and so stand disclosed to me. 
I prefer your stony secrets to flow their 
virtue spontaneously, voluntarily to the 
stroke of my rod — " 

"And suppose they do n't flow — then 
what ? " 

"If they do not, remember that this 
very rod that plays the prophet, can play 
f the tyrant — the chaplet, a scourge." 



in Black and White loi 

" Indeed ? That 's almost a threat — " 

"Yes, indeed, Jack Donalds, I intend 
to see this thing through, and, if there is 
any rhyme or reason of ever so gossamer 
a consistency in your prosecution of the 
case, I am willingly up in arms to do you 
honor. Now for a few questions. Mind 
you answer me truthfully and without 
evasion, for they will have ample oppor- 
tunity to disgrace, or verify and honor 
themselves." 

" But, Van, I might as well inform you 
at the outset that I shall pursue the mat- 
ter no further, — at least not for some 
months yet." 

" Why then have you engaged counsel, 
the ablest in the country I am told, to 
further your claims ? You shall be suc- 
cessful if the merest shadow proves pro- 
pitious. Lawyers work best in shadows, 
vou know." 

" Yes, I know they do, Van, but I *m 
afraid there is n't shadow enough — " 

" Shadow enough ? — why, there is shad- 
ow enough here to make a minature 
Egyptian night — a palpable young Ere- 
bus— " 

" You trifle. Van ; this is a desperate 
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reality to me. To confess the truth, I 
have a great favor to ask you, my boy ; 
can you grant me one after all the whips 
of scorn I have inflicted ?" 

"That you confess them exacts ready 
forgiveness of me, and half insures your 
wish. What may be this vital favor. 
Jack ? " 

" That you will lend me ten thousand 
dollars." 

"... .Well, go on ; anything else ? " 

" Do n't play with me. I am sparring 
for something I hold very dear, yes, for 
my life, if I must make brazen and con- 
fess it you, and my beseechings are the 
result of a most burdening compunction, 
long hesitancy, and somehow a feeling 
that I shall not be refused. Come, Van, 
can you do this for me ? " 

" With all my heart if thereby you are 
bettered in body or spirit. What, pray, 
would you do with so much ready 
money ? " 

" Pay these whelping lawyers ! " 

"What? — with the case only half ac- 
complished?" 

" Verily. I want to bribe them to re- 
linquish the affair in its entirety. I 
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want them to drop it right here ! " 

" Nonsense, man, you amaze me. Your 
madness has taken a reversal violence all 
of a sudden. You must make plainer to 
me. Jack, than these weird blinkings 
and shrugs, these sighs and scoutings. 
Come, you are a desperate man ; to the 
point ! — why ? " 

** Why, Van ? How can you lay bare 
such a wounding query, — strike me 
with so two-edged and solemn a question 
when the truth is answerable in my very 
presence ? You are no common touch- 
stone of human character. Van, or you 
could read it plainly enough." 

" Indeed ? I always flattered myself 
into the conviction that I at least read 
you. Jack, right to the heart ! " 

"Not to the heart, Van, not to the 
heart Come, now ; you have been here 
two days ; you have partaken of the pop- 
ular pabulum — the gossip's toast to 
their fated amuser, you have heard my 
name upon profane lips, and another 
name coupled with mine — a name sweet 
as the kiss of daybreak to the unshackled 
captive, fo*- it seems, dear Van, as if I 
had served a thousand years of slavery. 
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and in this one benignant breath utter- 
ing that same name to heaven, I am a 
freeman again ! Ah, you smile, my brave, 
still sceptic comrade, smile and are re- 
luctant to my beseeching eyes, but the 
end is here, — the end of the beginning ; 
for this prosecution of one truly innocent 
of any iniquitous thought or desire shall 
be relinquished ; it must end here. Mine 
is a new and a renewed manhood, stand- 
ing one and apart, yet not companionless 
in this godlike solitude." 
" You talk like a lover. Jack !— " 
" I talk like a lover ? — yes, Van, I do 
talk like a lover, and I think like a lover, 
and I pray, and I hope, and weep, and 
joy, and kiss a dying faith, and drink the 
lees of desperation like a lover, yes, and 
love — I lave like a lover. Look at me, 
my good friend; here have we been 
parted for many long months. I came 
with an ambition to a cause which I dare 
not pursue. I came to conquer ; but here 
am conquered. I came to rail back a 
whole army of stronger, better men than 
I, and did it, only to be conquered in turn 
by a soft uppoised hand, a pair of Italian 
eyes that stand like tearful remonstrances 
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of heaven charging me to silence, a red, 
quivering lip that speaks oracles do 
philosopher nor saint dare gainsay, Van, 
my good friend, — conquered by a woman 
with a weapon of a single look, a single 
breath, a single touch that convinces nie 
of her inspired presence. Don't stand 
there cutting me down like a dog, Van, 
with those hard, sceptic glances ! Look 
at me ! My God! man.... What shall I 
say ? — what shall I do ? — where turn to 
find peace — to find courage to bear up 
this mountainous heart, if not here with 
you ? I came to hunt down those who 
bear the curse of Cain in their very veins 
— in whose criminal hands lie the very 
chronicles and admittances of a murder- 
er's crime. I came to wrench back to 
their rightful owner the confiscated bonds 
that were handed over to the informer as 
a traitor's patrimony — the dog's forty 
shekels for having betrayed one greater 
than the state itself into crucifixion, yes, 
and to wipe away the stain forever. I 
came with a wild, warlike heart, and my 
first blow only reveals to me how easy is 
my conquest, how certain is my prize. 
Suddenly I confront this strange adver- 
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sary, and lo ! what do I find ? Not an 
army of strong men laughing defiance 
into my face^ not a handful of outlaws as 
the very name of Seiini would betoken, 
not a shy, invidious, dastardly old dog 
with jaundiced eyes and a dagger hid- 
den in the folds of his flowing robe — no, 
not these; but a woman : a pure, innocent, 
wondering orphan-girl, — Van, my good, 
patient friend, a peace-offering beatitude, 
a feature of God upon a human face 
— a child — a simple budding white rose 
that a single breath of bitterness would 
kill — a simple angelic mind that one 
impure, unbrotherly thought would crush 
to the earth ! Where now are my arms 
of conquest ? Where now this madman's 
thirst for victory ? — where now my pride, 
my ambition — my heaven? All down 
prostrate worshipful, prayerful, penitent 
at a woman's very feet. What think you 
of that ? Look me ! — look me in the 
eyes! Dare you say you believe me not ? 
that I am — that I am — " 

" Silence, peace ! my good fellow, you 
convince me of nothing so ably as by 
showing me respect and deference. Sit 
down : be calm, I beg of you ; and when 
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you have rallied a little, go on slowly, 
thoughtfully. What answer has she for 
all this ?...." 

"Answer? — what answer should she 
have, being as yet unquestioned. She 
answers me ere the query is dropt from 
my heart, — answers me with the prop- 
erest scorn. God only knows how I 
have labored to solve these facts into 
their ready integers, take my ablest choice 
and act ; but the world would me other- 
wise, and I am a creature of its circum- 
stance, therefore, I await its prompting." 

"But why not take what it is proven 
the state owes you. Jack, and let the rest 
sink beyond your cupidity ; what then ?" 

"A mad query indeed ; wherewith then 
to pay the lawyers who have successfully 
engineered this vaunting endeavor to suc- 
cess? This is an enormous debt, — half 
of the whole estate, and they will doctor 
and rob her of her last franc upon the 
pressure of my confession and arguments. 
She is all innocence of impending danger, 
unrealizing of the possibility of the prop 
losing its footing, and her house falling 
headlong upon her. She is simply, di- 
vinely oblivious in her maidenly confid- 
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ing in the gracious heaven that gave her 
these things of beauty, as only one spirit- 
ually removed far, far beyond the things 
of this dogged world may be ; and I — I 
had not the heart to make all plain to her, 
though many times have I entered brave- 
ly upon this task. If I do not this soon, 
these lawyers will sicken of my hesitancy 
and sentiment, and head me off in the 
vital measure ; then would the fiends cry 
'mischief indeed." 

" If she be so spiritually beyond things 
of the world. Van, I think she would 
care little about it anyway. You were 
quite safe then, I take it ? " 

"Ah, you are ever probing a weak 
point in my logic. Van, and proving me 
its unworthiness. But you must forgive 
that somewhat which savors of lack-char- 
ity in me, and cultivate much of that pre- 
cious same yourself, to consider me with 
justice. . . .Yes, I went to her. Van, went 
to her upon the repeated urging and un- 
disguised solicitude on the part of my 
counsel, went to her, to tell her all. I 
had letters of rank to her, and she re- 
ceived me like a prince. She made such 
a cowardly snake out of this spirit of 
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chivalry that ventured within me by her 
own godlike complacence, that I had not 
the courage to unbosom the truth to her. 
God ! think of it ; rob her whom I have 
learned to love, hurl down upon her a 
thunderbolt from her clear, Olympian 
heavens, stand by and see her writhe and 
struggle at the base of her holy temple 
like a dethroned goddess, while I — while 
I — O Van ! my mind, my mind !...." 

''You must be calm and considerate. 
Jack. You wrong yourself beyond re- 
demption in this magnified and strained 
condition of things. Has she ever given 
you cause to believe your love recipro- 
cated?" 

" What, man ! — in this short period ? " 

'' Long enough to foster such a flame 
in one heart, why not in another's, who, 
by virtue of her sex, is all the more sus- 
ceptible to that sweet same ? Why not 
marry her Jack, and thus save lawyer's 
fees all around ? " 

"What madness! can you mean this, 
man ? — marry her? — solve my destiny with 
one whose veins tingle with a murderer's 
blood? — whose heart bears the native 
venom of the Selini pravity, and who 
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carries the crimes of an opprobrious 
house upon her luckless head? Why 
Van — " 

" What care you for the whole pack of 
ancestral disgraces ? You are too much of 
America American to put your faith in 
such indulgent trumperies. You are brave, 
loyal and deal with immediates ; not with 
the dead and unchronicled, — with the 
glorious, innocent to day, and not with 
the cloven-footed, sneaking past, bribed 
and barbarous, unworthy of our thoughts 
save in legend. Come now; throw off 
this traitor's mask, and stand before the 
army of facts with a clear, conceiving* 
judgment at your right. If she really be 
so beautiful, so true, so conquering by 
her innocent virtue, and proving of spirit- 
ual affinity, as you believe, let your atro- 
cious ancestors go to the dogs. Jack ; 
marry her, and let the lawyers look to the 
four prodigal winds for their fees!,... 
But come ; cease your ranting. We shall 
recur to this tender matter later on." 

" Yours isa quietist's sort of logic, Van, 
that conquers me. Be brief ; what do 
you want?" 

" I want you to tell me all you know 
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about that steganographic cypher." 

"You know all I know.** 

** And still I know comparatively noth- 
ing. Tell me this, Jack ; is there any 
of that whole cryptograph that you with- 
held from the Prefect and his aides ? " 

"None that I know of." 

" That may be doubly construed, and 
you would me to take it in the reverse, 
which 1 refuse to do. Tell me now ; is 
there any of that confession of Dondolo 
which you were unable to decipher ?" 

"No!- ha! —well, why?. . . ." 

"Why? — for various reasons; one in 
vital particular. Why do you grow pale ? 
You need not start so ; I come not to 
frighten you, nor bombard your pretty 
cidadel with a disenchanting fusillade of 
facts. I come to advise a man who has 
brought upon himself a fearful responsi- 
bility, and with it, as becomes the de- 
manding fates, a possibility, not to say 
probability to sorrow. I would see you fol- 
low no rash measure, and would stay you 
at the breach, as it were, lest you plunge 
headlong. You destroyed a letter which I 
sent you enclosed in one of Bagley's. I 
shall not put you to task for this second 
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evidence of your weakness for destroying 
links between us, but only assure you 
that that letter contained a confession 
which you would well have pondered 
over." 

"A confession ? — what in the name of 
goodness have you to confess to me ? " 

*• Little, and yet that little of much im- 
portance. I rescued from your library 
waste-paper basket one of the copies of 
the steganographic revelation of Dondolo 
which you so carefully made, together 
with its profuse and more difficult notes, 
and, aided by your key and the general 
drift of ideas, supplying deficiencies and 
carrying conjectures to proof and certi- 
tude, I solved the whole ! " 

" The whole ? — the whole cryptograph? 
— my God ! — quick, say — " 

" Sit down, you ranting idiot, sit down ! 
Do you think for a moment that I enjoy 
being clawed in this undignified manner ? 
. . . .Yes, I solved the whole Dondolo con- 
fession, Jack, solved every line to my ut- 
most satisfaction. I went by your clever 
notes at first, and once in the clear light 
wherein they ushered me, I abandoned 
your key and went forward with an orig- 
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inal one. Ah, Jack, you are a clever 
solver of this pergamena mystery, but 
you have not solved it ail, or you would 
behold things in somewhat of a disen- 
chanting light. That one line — the most 
unintelligible Quarto — made more diffi- 
cult on account of its abbreviations, as if 
Dondolo felt it a compunction of con- 
science to reveal it, and yet dared not do 
so in this open intelligibility of the others. 
Jack, would start the hot blood to your 
temples, and reveal to you a glin^pse of 
purgatory yet undreamt in your most vis- 
ionary hours." 

"Van ! do you know? — do you realize? 
— do you take to your heart in earnest — " 

" Sit down ! Jack, calm yourself, you 
fretful porcupine.... But you are in no 
mood. I can't talk to you any more now ! " 

** Yes, yes ; for heavens — " 

" No, you defeat your own ends, — you 
strangle down your own best reserves — 
your own capabilities to fortune by this 
savage unbending to your impulses. I 
I will say no more now. There is no need 
of many words. I only want to assure 
you that you are in my hands now. Jack, 
and if I had a mind to be so unbrotherly 
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and vicious, I could in an hour, set the 
eyes of all admiring Italy staring scorn 
into your face. But leave matters with 
me as they are. Let me give you one 
word of advice which will prove itself of 
vital importance and perhaps rescue you 
from abject defeat Marry that girl whom 
you love so tenderly, despite her ances- 
tral opprobrium which you will not be so 
foolish as to regard, and so save further 
investigations which may lead to defeat" 

"Defeat ? — Ah, that word interpreted 
into my heart's language, means death. Do 
you mean to say that you have solved 
that Quarto} " 

" Lie down now. You are weary and 
overcome of your anxieties, Jack, unfit 
to do any more thinking to-day. Lie 
down and take a good sleep over this ; you 
need it I will see you to-morrow night at 
the Cafe Florian. . ..Adieu, Jack ; ponder 
well upon my advice, and lose no time 
apprising the lady of your desires. If 
you do not act with precision, it will be 
too late ; for those lawyers will mistrust 
you, go to her, frighten her into hatred 
of you, and if you lose her, you lose all. 
Act quickly and with precision. Jack, and 
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God keep you!....Thu3 far upon the 
march, ye gods, thus far ! " 



XX. 

A drawing-room of the Palazzo Selini on 
the Grand Canal. Marie with forced 
composure half reclining on a ItuC" 
urious divan. The Vice Con- 
sul pleading at her side. 

iint',el!iJiri; "Am I so unkind then, 

ttl^S/t^reltSi ^y ^^^^ ^^^y^ ^^ ^ proven 
harmony, so unkind an interloper in 

entreating to do nothing in haste in this 

violent matter ? — " 

" I act with precision — with resolution 
— with tact ; with haste, never, my kind 
sir, with haste never ! " 

"... .And in that I merely as a friend 
to you both uppoise my finger in honest 
premonition lest you do aught that 
you be sorry for — in this am I so brutal 
an eavesdropper in a drama of mys- 
teries and of peril ? — " 
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^^Dio mio ! Signore ; of what turbulent, 
what volatile inconsistencies are your 
countrymen made ? Look you ! how can 
I be calm — how possibly stand possessed 
and composed in the face of such an 
army of impending catastrophes — " 

"Ah, my good lady, name them all 
catastrophes — all but one. Don't, I 
beg sincerely, do n't name my generous- 
souled friend Jack Donalds a catastrophe ; 
for that proves that you cannot be ear- 
nestly apprised of how dear an interest 
he has in you, nor how dear — " 

"Silence! I beseech you. Why do 
you fret me — chafe me — crush me ? 
You know not woman. You cannot and 
never can understand my feelings in this 
violent affair. You must not stand blind 
and indifferent to the fact that I hold 
accounts that bear vitally upon this cause 
— secrets that I cannot now disclose to 
you." 

"Why say you that?" 

" Why say I this ? — it is the truth. 
Look me ! — look at these hands : have 
they known labor ere this ? Look into 
my heart : has it ere known hate, despair, 
shame, infamy ? Tell me ? " 
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" Why should it now ? There is no rea- 
son in your curse, — no mercy in your 
inflictions. You do not understand what 
a good, kind heart glows beneath the 
violent aspect of my friend and country- 
man when in your presence. What are 
Americans that you abhor us so ? " 

" Bigots — bigots ! Do you hear me ? 
— bigots. You have no respect for an- 
other's religion ; no respect for another's 
home ; for another's love ; for another's 
traditions and sacredest of treasures. 
You come over here, hold up your glit- 
tering hands, and we poor starving down- 
trodden and broken-hearted cast our holy 
of holies at vour feet — wherefore ? — for 
love of you or your's — no ! For the sav- 
ing of virtue, for the sparing of our chil- 
dren degradations and crime, for the 
sparing of our aged the horrors of hun- 
ger. You rob our churches ; you violate 
our homes ; you crush our arts, and un- 
temple our religions — ail, all to satisfy 
your caprices. You have no respect, no 
love — no sympathy — no souls. You are 
dead, and worse than dead : you are a 
nation of triflers." 

"That's a very severe anathema, my 
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good lady, a far deeper scourge than is 
our due. Do you think Jack Donalds a 
trifler?" 

" Trifler ? — I know no such word in 
our language, no such thought in my 
soul. My heart is an earnest heart ; my 
life an earnest life. God ! look you. 
What am I ? — an orphan — a friendless, 
motherless girl cast out upon the world 
a pauper — yes, a pauper : do you stare 
at that word? And why? — all to sat- 
isfy—" 

" No, no ; do not say that — you must 
not say that ! " 

"It is the truth, however dark it may 
appear to both of us. Jack Donalds has 
begun — he cannot, dare not go back. 
All his affairs are in the hands of these 
leeches ; they hold him by iron chains. 
Despite his wish, his reproof, his prayers, 
his demand, they are going to fell me to 
the ground. I have been assured this by 
those who have my interest at heart. My 
little empire is toppling ; it will soon fall 
and crush me. Neither you, nor I, nor 
Jack Donalds, nor any human agency can 
save me. All is in the hands of the state. 
I am doomed. I have but two alternatives : 
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one, the convent ; the other — " 

"The other?...." 

" The other. . . .oh, I beg of you, good 
friend, leave me — leave me alone a time. 
I am so weak, — so — so tired — weary — 
crushed!. ..." 

" Thank God, my dear lady, that you 
realize that there is another alternative. 
May I encourage him then ? — may I 
tell him that you will accept that alterna- 
tive? — may I tell him ?" 

*' Tell whom ? " 

" My friend whom I implore you — " 

"Tell him what I tell you : that — that 
my heart is not broken — not crushed — 
not torn and bleeding as he may believe 
it ; it is turned to stone ; I hate html " 

"Oh, do not say that Be calm — be 
calm, my gentle woman. Let me be your 
friend. Tell me ; who told you the se- 
cret of his regard for you ? " 

" Who told me ? — my eyes told me ; 
my ears told me ; my lips — my nature — 
my soul — my heart, told me Jack Donalds 
laves me. What ! can the oracle stand un- 
disclosed in such a mad, quivering pres- 
ence ? The first day he came long 
months ago, I read all. I saw it in iiis first 



I20 A Venetian Study 

glance. I saw what now J have seen 
confirmed a thousand fold. Jack Don- 
alds is a woman's slave ! — I am that wo- 
man. What have you to say to that? ** 

" I have nothing to answer — nothing, 
God knows ! " 

" Oh, my good sir, if you are that 
man's friend, for God's sake tell him. 
Spare him the mortification of knowing 
it from my lips — that I hate — that I 
loathe, — abhor the very shadow of his 
beautiful face ! . . . . Oh , what strange, 
strange people must those be where yon- 
der sun sets — your countrymen — your 
brothers! They are but half human." 

"Certainly the inhumanity with which 
you upbraid Mr. Donalds is most deroga- 
tory in comparison to his which was so 
easily overthrown by a better impulse 
while yours is inveterate and stubborn 
even to his kindliest, tenderest reproach. 
Let me whisper a secret into your heart, 
my dear, kind lady — " 

" Oh, why do you talk more, Signorc, 
when you know the very foundation of 
your logic is a bubble — the very bridge 
over which you appeal beckoning me 
with such hopeful illusions, would bear 
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up but a little mote — a grain of dust where- 
on you would impend an immortal soul ? 
Words are so painful to me. I beseech 
you to say no more. Let the blow fall as 
is his demand ; God knows I am ready." 

" Ah, how you mistake him, my kind 
lady ? If you could only know that such 
a thought is furtherest from his wish, it 
is not his demand ; he shrinks from it. 
The thought of taking from you the prop 
of your life — why, God keep you! my 
dear lady, it is most repulsive to him. 
You do not seem to know, — to see, to 
realize the true secret — " 

"What! Signore, I do n't know his se- 
cret ? Think you that ? Iddio \ Am I 
so fooled, — so wretched a poor, blind bat 
that I cannot read the daylight ? Spare 
me. I do know his secret : I do know his 
secret. I know that which Jack Donalds 
with all his fine features, his elegant ap- 
proach, his eloquent eyes — is not brave 
enough — is not man enough to tell me. 
He is a moral coward — " 

" Do not say so ; if you knew how far 
from the truth your severities lie — how 
that you strike an angel believing him a 
fiend, • • .But no ; why do I say more ? I 
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perceive you in no mood to take to reason 
simply, unrestrainedly my quieting phil- 
osophy. I came to heal a wound — I 
have torn it wider ; I came to bring you 
an olive and an amaranth from him — 
you have proved them hemlock and as- 
phodel, and curst them beneath your feet 
Let them lie there for a time, my dear 
lady, let them lie in the dust before you 
for a season : you will soon come to your 
devouter senses, and raise them to your 
bosom. Do nothing in haste, I pray you ; 
do nothing in haste. Jack Donalds loves 
you : he will do no coward's deed under 
so pure and exalted an inspiration, God 
bless you, no. I thank you that you have 
granted me this hearing ; and be assured 
that however dear at heart I have the in- 
terest of my friend and countryman, I 
have no less interest in her whom he 
has honored with his love. Realize this, 
I beg of you, and realize me devoutly 
your friend ever — " 

" The Signore is most kind — " 
" And a warm * good morning * — tanti 
complimenti e tante grazie /...." 
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XXI. 

The U, S, Consulate. A spacious hall in thi 
old palace, where Mr. Jackson sits enter- 
taining Van in the midst of antiq- 
uities and ugly office-furniture. 

ateehangeafroma "A letter for me, Mr. 
Umpurate to a tor- t„^i,^^„ 5 » 
rid degree of Inter- J aCKSOn t 

***' "Yes, it has been lying 

here at the Consulate for three hours. 
Jack thought it might intercept you here, 
doubtless, and so it has." 

" Ah ! This is strange enough, indeed, 
— stiange enough ! Jack Donalds can do 
more perplexing things in an hour than 
a whole regiment of Rosicrucians. Here 
he is, writing me his woes and worriment 
when it was but last night he uncovered 
that little Pandora-box on his heart to 
me, and let its little devils out to roam at 
will. Excuse me, sir ; let me pry into — 
or rather let it pry into me, since I now 

stand on the defensive There r — there 

Jack Donalds, you are as good as a dead 
man — as good as a mummy. You have 
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done it at last ! — your warrant is signed." 

" Done it, has he, Van ? Well, Don- 
alds is a man of deeds — an extremist; 
I suppose whatever he has done is either 
very, very good, or very *blody' bad, as 
Bagley puts it" 

"Done? — he has done the most con- 
temptibly barbarous thing — yielded to an 
impulse that I should think a witless fa- 
natic could resist. He has simply ruined 
everything — struck the pretty image of 
his making a blow of disenchantment that 
in the rebound shall tumble Jack Don- 
alds from his self-imposed empire, and 
fell him to the earth like a pretender !" 

" Well, well ; but you explain nothing. 
You race up and down, and chant your 
violent ditties to the dumbest of ears. I 
have no idea what you can mean." 

"I mean Mr. Jackson, that I advised 
Jack Donalds to go to the lady of his 
transcendental flame, and conquer her by 
a lover's stratagem rather than by a law- 
yer's. In short, I advised him to marry 
Marie Selini ; and what think you he says ? 
— listen to this : — 

* Dear Van : — My heart is bounding 
with delight! I have done it at last 
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Grod bless you for your advice in this 
earnest matter, I resolved to go to her 
and tell her all. My heart failed me at 
her threshold, and I returned home. 
There in the solitude of my study, I wrote 
her a letter which has just left my hands, 
and by this delicious moment lies in hers. 
I beseeched her to fly with me ! I told 
her a great peril hovers over her destiny, 
that what she had dreamt might come to 
pass, certainly would. That she might 
solve the whole by flying with me to the 
mountains. She shall not, dare not re- 
fuse me ! We shall go direct to America 
and wait till two or three of those pat- 
riotic lawyers die off, and then return. 
Success is certain ! I have you to thank 
for the first glimpse into heaven which I 
now enjoy ! ' Listen to that ! did you 
ever hear such twaddle, Mr. Jackson? 
What cares she for Jack Donalds ? — for a 
mere stranger — for a proven visionary 
who does not even speak her language ? 
How deliciously, how cleverly might he 
have accomplished this thing had he only 
been something of a strategist, — some- 
thing more than a mere love-strangled 
dreamer !" 
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^Strange, very strange, Van. I am 
much afraid your friend Jack Donalds is 
ia a heap of trouble." 

^ He is in a most dangerous condition 
of mind evidently, and I fear I shall 
scarcely be able to medicine this disease 
by any of my ministrations. He is a 
clever fellow and deserves praise ; but 
his project is doomed if the truth be 
known.'* 

" Impossible 1 — how say you that ! " 

" I scarcely dare unbosom to you Mr. 
Jackson, though you have ever proved a 
most trusty and becomingly silent ad- 
visor. I would not that my secret reach 
his ears for anything, for in this mysterious 
Quarto lies my only hold upon Jack Don- 
alds. He may marry that young woman, 
and find happiness ; but if he dares pur- 
sue this course longer and more persist- 
ently, I shall unravel to his most blasting 
satisfaction this one line which stands 
inapprdiensible to him, and nip his 
blooming project in the bud." 

" Upon what evidence ? — what author- 
ity? You have given me a thousand 
shrugging hints of this thing, but you 
withhold the oracle all the same. Come ; 
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out with it. What about this unfathomable 
Quarto ? " 

"Ah, my good Mr. Jackson, let me 
begin at the beginning. Let me creep 
on to the point through this whole series, 
for I perceive that you have but an im- 
perfect knowlege of them. . . .No, thank 
you, sir ; I 'm not thirsty, and I do n't 
want to smoke. There is fire enough in 
this thing to keep me warm." 

" Yes, as it has set Italy in a roaring con- 
flagration, I guess we can toast our finger- 
tips by it. Come, out with it. Van." 

" Well, to begin with, here is a copy of 
the cryptographic confession of Dondolo 
with the proper lettering. Notice, please, 
below this, you have the original abbrev- 
iations completed in lower case, and the 
full translation : — 



i 
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"/« nomt d\ DiOy Amen, 

lo, M^jrco DondolOy «ella PrigionQ </el 
FaldLZzo Ducale^ gwiro esser Questo /a 
VeritapQT /a Grzzia dt\ Cielo, 

Primo. — Che Antonio Selinty RidoWo 
Largomhx e ^ua/tro cUtri ^anno /atto um, 
congiurB. contro to Stato. 

Secondo, — Che lo «on jono unio dei 
cospiYdJoxi. 

Terza, — Che Antonio Selinifece ^uesta 
accusa per la. ^ale loperdo la Vita. 

Essa h de\ tuUofalza, lo sono innocente. 
Cristo accolgB, Panima mia\ 

Marco Dondolo. 

** In the name of God, Amen! 

I, Marco Dondolo, in the prison of the 
Ducal Palace, swear this to be the truth, 
by the grace of heaven. 

First. — That Antonio Selini, Ridollo 
Largombi and four others have made a 
conspiracy against the State. 

Second. — That I am not one of the 
conspirators. 

Third.— That Antonio Selini made this 
accusation by the which I lose my life. 
It was false from the first. I am innocent. 

Christ ! my spirit .bear to thee. 

Marco Dondolo. 



130 A Venetian Study 

" Now this, Mr. Jackson, is as you per- 
ceive, the translation as presented to the 
Prefect by Jack : but it is incomplete. 
Notice the Primo^ Secando^ Terzo^ but 
where is the Quarto ? *' 

*• And is there a Quarto in the parch- 
ment original of Dondolo ? " 

"Certainly, sir ; see for yourself. But 
Jack has not solved it, so he has passed 
it by as irrelevant and has said nothing, 
about it ; but that Quarto is a death war- 
rant to his project ; it defeats him." 

"It certainly looks as easy as the rest 
George." 

"Does it indeed ? Look you ; this line 
is so abbreviated and erased as to stand 
almost bafiSing our combined efforts. I 
have solved it, however, by replacing the 
missing dots lost by the closing of the 
wounds before Dondolo was executed, 
and Jack Donalds must wait upon me for 
that line. " 

" Strange — very strange. How did you 
discover a clew to all this ? " 

" Why, it's all easy enough. Just draw 
a line from dot to dot and you have the 
letter. They simply solve themselves. 
Look at M, for instance ; it is .'.'. Draw 



in Black and White 131 

your line from dot todot, and you have it 
in perfectionem. There's W, see, it's w 
and L : . Take the first line. In nome 
di Dioy Amen. Look now ; abbreviated 
it stands, I : N\ N\ O - M /.-. D*.. 
D*-I:0-- A-M.%-. E. N' Thevowels 
are the only difficulties on account of 
their briefness ; but there being only five 
of them, it was easy to solve that, so that 
every clew gained was a victory over the 
dozen others, see ?" 

" Well, I confess I do see a little ; but 
I never did have a head for figures. You 
must give me time to let my poor old 
noddle make haste slowly. We old heads 
can't expect to skip along as smart and 
dapper as you younger wits. But let that 
pass ; what of the Quarto^ my boy, quick ! 
stop your rhapsodizing ; give me the 
Quarto ! " 

" Ah, not so hastily. Here is my trans- 
lation. See ! it is the exact counterpart 
of his, with the exception of that one line 
which is in the parchment, and which he 
has withheld, and would that the world 
believe is not there, since he cannot 
solve it. You and I, remember, are now 
the only two living beings who know the 
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Quarto. Guard my secret carefully, most 
carefully ! " 

"What! — is this the truth? — impos- 
sible ! Then is Jack Donalds not the de- 
scendant of Doge Dondolo after all! — " 

" Read the line * Quarto — Che Luigi^ che 
porta il mio twme^ non e miofiglio / — Luigpi, 
who bears my name, is not my son/ Jack 
being a direct descendant of this Luigi, 
supposed son of the executed Dondolo, is 
in nowise heir to the Dondolo estate, and 
has no right to pursue this course. Now 
if he marries Marie Selini, all will be well ; 
for half of this estate he will in that way 
recover, and she will represent the defi- 
ciency retained by the state. If he does 
not, and the officials pry into this one line 
and discover it, he will lose all ! " 

" Truly enough, — truly enough ? Bless 
us! what a revelation would this be to 
him!—" 

" Softly, softly ! — I hear a footstep. 
We must not be interrupted, nor must 
this thing discovered." 

" I know the step — ' 

"Indeed? — who may it be then in 
such haste ? " 

"I think it is my gondolier Vittorio. 
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Unlock the door. Van, and let him come 
in. He is in tnmble — he bears some im- 
portant message.. ..What's the matter, 
Vittorio?" 

**Oh, Signore!" 

'^ Why, jou are all wet ; you look like 
a drowned marmot ? " 

'' I fell into the Canal at the traghetto, 
making haste to come to you, Signore, 
to tell you — " 

"To tell me what?" 

^ Dio^ Sigpiore ! and have you not heard 
about the Sig^orina ? " 

" Who ? Heavens ! you frighten me. 
. . , .Who ?— Marie Salini ? " 

**Why, Signore the whole town is up 
in arms. Hark! don't you hear those 
bells? — ah, Signore, God help us now ! 
The city is in an uproar — in a horrible 
ferment!" 

" Over what ? — whom ? — why ? What 
is the matter with you, Vittorio ? — what 
is the town up in arms for ? " 

**Why in search for her!" 

" In search of whom ?" 

"Signorina Selini, I say, man! She 
has disappeared.' 

"Disappeared!...." 
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^ I just saw their gondolierij and they 
told me with blanched faces that the three 
lawyers of Signer Jack Donalds had 
called upon her, frightened her till she 
was half crazed, and then — then she dis- 
appeared, no one knows whither ! " 

" Ah, Van, I think your solicitude was 
something of a prophecy. Those lawyers, 
fearful lest he abandon his project now 
in its prime and leave them in the lurch 
by marrying tliis lady, have gone to her 
and told her the whole truth. She has 
been frightened into some insane deed." 

" Horrible ! — does Donalds know this 
I wonder ? " 

" God help him ! if he does not prove 
an insane man now, he will by the advent 
of this — hark ! who comes ? " 

'^ It 's Bagley : I know his step, let him 
in,Vittorio !...." 

" I — I can't stir, Signore, I am — I am^-" 

"Ho. Bagley ! For God's sake! look at 
that face — " 

"Mr. Jackson, what has happened to — " 

". . ..Marster Jack, sir ! " 

" Well ?— " 

" Lord 'elp me poor old — " 

" But what ! — out with it, 3rou Strang- 
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ling old craven ! Where is he ? " 

" E 's gan' sir ! " 

"Gone?— 

"Gan', sir! 

" Gone where, Bagley ? " 

"I dunno, sir, God h'only knows, sir. 
He lef this paper 'ere for you, sir, and 
'e 's gan ; so 'elp my poor — " 

" You frighten me, Bagley. What 's he 
been doing all day? — quick, tell me ! " 

"Doin'sir? — 'e 's been a-ranting 'op 
and dawn the whole day, sir, a-weepin* 
and a-slashin' things everlastin', sir, God 
save me, if 'e ain't . . . .Then he got that 
letter from that Selini lady, you know, 
this very mornin' !" 

" From her ? — from Marie Selini ? — a 
letter from her ? " 

" Why not, sir, why not ? 'E war awake 
the whole night, again, sir, the whole 
blessed night, a figurin' an* a figurin' on 
that bloody, skin thing as has made all 
this God-blessed rumpus, sir, 'e war. 
About midnight I wakes h'up, I does, 
and wot you think, h'l sees him h'all 
bent dobble h'over some o' his fussin's, 
an' h'all to onct, sir, *e give such a tarn- 
ashened 'owl, sir, ah, God bless me trote, 
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I can't h'imitate it, sir, it was a woo-00- 
woo-00-r-r-rip, sir, only ten times bloodier 
loud, God bless me ef 't was n't ! " 

"Well, well ; never mind. Go on, Bag- 
ley, to the point." 

" It's all pints, sir ; there war n't noth- 
in' but pints, sir, an' I feel 'em a-stickin' 
in me yet — " 

" Well, what did you say ?" 

" Say ? — I did n't say nothin' ; good 
hevings, sir, wot should I say ? h'l sim- 
ply h'opened my h'eyes, sir, and stared 
like as I war a bloody h'ox ; and then 
all to onct, sir, like as before 'e give an- 
other 'owl, an' says * My God ! is it pos- 
sible ? 'Ave I really solved the Qtiarto ; ' 
or some such thing, * alas, alas ! ' says he 
* I know it h'all— I know it h'all ! ' Them 
was tragic screechin's, sir, ah, God bless 
me ! An' I says * you knows what, sir ? — 
what do you knows ? '. . . .but afore he 
could h'answer me, he staggered back 
an' fell flat, sir, flat on the floor h'in a 
'eap, did he fall, sir, insensible as a bloody 
sea-serpent ! " 

"Well, well, Bagley, go on, I beg of 
you ! " 

" Well, sir, I thought 'e war dead, so h'l 
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picks 'im h*up an' lays him on the bed^ 
and, sir, for two hours he stirred not a 
muscle, but lay like he was passed my 
help. Then I rubs and douses 'im with 
cold water and 'fum'ry and sich stuff, — 
you know Marter Jack likes them fid- 
dlin's — and finally 'e starts h'up, h'opens 
his h'awf ul eyes, sir, says somethin* about 
* Marie/ and my blood run cold to look 
at im ! Why, sir, 'e 's stark mad and 
ravin*. Then at six o'clock 'e got a letter 
from that Selini lady. One of her gondoly- 
men fetched it, sir, I saw him comin', 
and I runs to meet 'im. He was white as 
death, sir, says never a word — only gives 
me that letter. I runs to Master Jack, 
gives him the letter, and you should have 
seen 'im ! He went h'off into another of 
them convulsions ; but 'e soon came to, 
and then locked 'imsel' h'up w'ere 'e 'as 
been all day long a-singin', a-dancin', an' 
then 'e cries, and then 'owls, and bellows, 
and laughs, and prays, and Lord knows 
what not — " 

"Well, well, — what has happened 
now ? " 

" That *s the pint I 'm nearin' you to 
now, sir, that 's the pint. All to onct 'e 
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breaks down the door, runs to me like 
as he were a mad dog, gives me this letter 
to take to you, God bless y', and then 
he jumps into his gondoly and rows off 
by himself like a shot, sir, lieaven only 
knows where. 'E 's desperate — desperate 
about somethin'. 'E 's goin' to do some- 
thin' h'awful, sir, ef you do n't head 'im 
h'ojff— somethin' h'awful ! " 

" Jack must not go unattended. He 
must be found and we must find him. 
Excuse me, Mr. Jackson, you must not 
abandon me now. Help me to my task ; 
we shall search him out ! My coat and 
hat, Bagley — quick ! Which way did he 
go ? — which — you go back to his rooms 
and see if he has not returned ; we will 
go and inform the police ! " 

" But that letter, sir, that letter " 

" Oh, yes ; where — where did I throw 
it ? — Come, Mr. Jackson ; thank heaven, 
we have found a noble friend in you. I 
never saw the man in trouble that came 
to you and had not occasion to bless 
you with all his heart ere the day was 
done. Come ; to the gondola !...." 

" But, sir, h'l say, you must read that 
letter ! " 
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" All right, Bagley, directly. Mr. Jack- 
son, sit there, please ; tell the gondoliers 
to make all possible haste ! Bagley, wait 
for me there, and — and — " 

•* God bless ye, sir ! " 

" Mr. Jackson, you do n*t seem at all 
alarmed or mystified. You are cool 
enough in this violent climax — " 

"Nothing alarms me; nothing mysti- 
fies me. It *s as clear and transparent as 
this water at ebb tide through which you 
can discern all the supposed mystery at 
the bottom." 

" Well, well ; what then is so plain to 
you ? " 

" Jack wrote Maria Selini, offering to 
fly with her?—" 

"Well?" 

" She wrote him a letter which he has 
acted upon ? — " 

"Well?" 

" They have both disappeared, and it is 
mutally understood, evidently ? — " 

" Well ? " 

" Well, I should call that simply a busi- 
ness like, well-planned elopement !" 

" Wormwood, wormwood ! " 
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XXII. 

The ^ite unintelligiblf letter in question, 

George : — The heavens at last break 
forth in undefiled, auspicious loveliness, 
and I . . . .Van .... my letter, and she list- 
ened to my prayer. God ! I scarcely yet 
believe it. She.... is to be mine: to 
meet me.... and we shall fly together. 
I must see you once more before we 
part, Van, and cUone. On the lagoons, 
dear fellow. .. .you know the post we 
usually tie to when we go there for a 
quiet hour of reading and rhapsodizing. 
There must..., must you meet me and 
without fail. . . .alone I say. Fourth post 
from the San Georgio wall. . . .You may 
not find me, and if not. . . .letter tied to 
the post. Take your large torch .... 
make no outcry. This has .... oh, my 
head ! poor Jack Donalds. . . .to heaven ! 
I knew it would. . . .then if you have not 
time. She loves me ! — she loves me ! 
. . . .my secret. Van. We shall meet at 
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home. Don't forget the torch, or you 
cannot find me. Search deligently.. . . 
and let the rest go. My hour is come 
. . . .and may the good God bless you and 
keep you devoutly in earnest in your 
endeavor for the bettering of men. 

Jack Donalds. 



XXIII. 

Bejore the Cafe Fhrian on the PioMMa St, 

Marco, Mr, Jackson and Van seated 

at the table^ listening to the band 

and watching the promenad- 

ers. Marly evenings 

lO'^'af^Jm. " Ah, yes, Mr. Jackson, 
wlutii'vL'^. Donald's life has been one 
ajUrZi'el^ mysterious whirlwind of 
events, commanding one's admiration 
and applause at one moment, marvelling 
one at another, and turning the tide most 
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reproachfully in reverse at the third. A 
most unfathomable — no, thank you kind- 
ly, cerise au cognac and I have had a falling 
out—" 

" What ! are n't you fond — " 

" No ; I '11 have .... Nicola ! a gramta^ 
please. .. .that always seems to refresh 
me so : cools my throat and head." 

" But go on, Van; I did n't mean to in- 
terrupt you, old fellow. You were talking 
of Jack's idiosyncrasies ; on with them." 

"Well, we travelled together in Nor- 
way and Sweden, Jack and I, and, as 
you know, the old maid peripatetics say 
that there are two ways a woman may 
learn a man thoroughly ; marry him, or 
travel in his company. Now travelling 
with Jack Donalds was such a wholesome 
schooling in that direction that it suffices ; 
I scarcely regret that the good God saw 
fit to bar me from that further corrobora- 
tion." 

"And still. Van, you know Jack would 
make a mighty good husband. He 's 
kind, he 's thoughtful and generous when 
out of his freaks. He ought to have a 
wife about ten stone six all brawn and 
blood) able to beard a lion and straight- 
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jacket this fellow once in a while. I'm 
afraid these gazelle-eyed, fragile, ethereal 
little southern seraphs wo n't do. He 
ought to have a tiger- tamer for a wife, — 
one born and bred a gladiator." 

" Oh, not quite that, Mr. Jackson, not 
quite that. But to return. We had a 
plan for a jaunt through Japan next year; 
but of course that stands like a blasted 
fig tree before this stroke of a withering 
Providence, and the project shall never 
be brought up again. Where did you go 
when we parted so abruptly ? " 

" Everywhere. I went to the Prefect, 
and then informed his lawyers. Then I 
seached cafes and every accessible haunt 
where I had seen his gaunt, solitary fig- 
ure; but night is a difficult mask to pene- 
trate, and I soon gave up the task and 
settled down at the Vittoria for a glass of 
Kirschy when I saw you plodding down 
from the Merceria^ and so hailed you. To 
tell the truth. Van, I am very anxious in- 
deed about Jack and his Italian love. I 
somehow feel that they are together, hid- 
den right here in the city. They could 
not reach the mainland without passports 
or a proper excuse for making the jour- 
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ney by night. The friends of the young 
lady have utilized all the points of van- 
tage, and still no news. It looks very 
ominous. If Jack should turn up now, he 
must be hurried beyond the frontier, for 
these Italians would be up in arms against 
him. This thing will not do for Venice. 
What said that letter?" 

" Oh, it was a rambling jargon which 
told me little and mystified me much. 
Did I not show it you ?" 

** No ; you seemed so overwhelmed 
that you tore it up and threw it into the 
Canal." 

" I fear he has found the secret of the 
Quarto, Bagley, too, do you remember, 
said he had been working at it all night, 
and that he suddenly leaped up, ex- 
claimed something that proved that he 
had found what he had so violently 
sought, and fell insensible." 

"Then, Van, he knows the secret that 
defeats him ?" 

" I believe it ; and in the midst of his 
grief and chagrin, received this missive 
from Marie Selini which * lifted him to 
heaven,' as he affirms. But I can scarcely 
concur with you in the thought that she 
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would be insane enough to elope with 
Jack Donalds. Why should she ? She has 
everything in her power now. " 

" Certainly, Van ; but she believed 
otherwise, and believes so yet. The law- 
yers told her that she was practically an 
outcast — a penniless nobody ; and these 
astounding tidings followed up by a pro- 
posal, rash as it was, from her per- 
secutor, she turns and saves herself by 
marrying him. Why not? — this is no 
vision ; this is business-like logic, and I 
admire her for it." 

'' You make a great mistake, Mr. Jack- 
son, a very palpable blunder in so con- 
struing the present plight. What does 
she know of him ? — nothing ! " 

" Fully as much as he does of her, and 
behold the violence of his passion ! Why 
is she not equally attracted to him ? What 
know we of that which has passed be- 
tween them these few heart- throbbing 
months ? They may have had it planned 
to a system." 

" Nonsense ; she knows nothing of 
him, cares nothing for him. . ..But let 
that pass. Let us not put our nerves 
too desperately to the rack, for at mid- 
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night I shall meet him on the lagoons and 
know alL" 

" Meet him ? " 

" Yes ; I thought I told you. I shall 
meet him on the lagoons, fourth post 
from the San Giorgio wall I go alone 
and shall carry a torch, according to his 
explicit injunction, that I may signal him 
from a distance, and hail him from his 
hiding. Come ; there strikes the half 
past eleven bell ! I ordered my sandalo 
at this very moment ; my man must be 
there now. Will you kindly accompany 
me to the Piazzetta ? " 

" Certainly I ... . This grows apace — 
this paradox. Do you think she will be 
there with him ? " 

" I have long since ceased to be vulner- 
to the most aggressive surprises, Mr. 
Jackson." 

''A strange psiss of circumstance, indeed, 
would it prove. I can scarcely realize 
what are you about to attempt ,Van. I 
must say I scarcely approve of these 
midnight prowlings on the infested la- 
goons. You may be run down and robbed 
by some of those witted outlaws. See ! 
it is fiercely dark over the water, the Mag- 
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giore scarcely visible even." 

'' I shall leave you my valuables. Ah, 
my man approaches yonder. How tired 
and worn-out he looks ; surely this is 
hard abuse he suffers so unwincingly at 
my hand these much troubled days. It 
will take but half an hour to row out 
there, the tide in my favor, and you, in 
the meantime, may go to poor Bagley and 
pacify him. I think we had better ship 
Bagley to England at all events, to-mor- 
row. A few days more of this uncertain 
climax that refuses to herald either safe- 
ty or disaster, will kill the man." 

" Have a care. Van, the tide is ebbing 
like a freshet and may carry you out to 
sea ! I do n't like this affair, my boy, not 
at all. I do wish you would overrule 
your scruples, and take your man to com- 
panion you." 

" I must respect Jack's wishes. He com- 
mands me to meet him alone ; and if an- 
other should accompany me, he would 
have righteous cause to be displeased, 
and, perhaps, refuse to come out of his 
hiding. Well, well ; I must delay no 
longer. Wait for me at the Consulate ; 
I shall return instantly upon ascertain^ 
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ing facts and satisfying all demands. If 
he is not there, I shall find a letter of ex- 
planation tied to that fourth pillar, so he 
instructs me." 
" A letter, say you ? " 
" Most assuredly, — a letter! " 
''Then, sir, you will find the letter; 
but not your clever strategist Jack Don- 
alds ! " 
** Mayhap, mayhap, — Iddio solo sa,.».** 



XXVI. 

Final commumcatum from Van to ike 

Vice Consul^ dated at San Loretixo 

Hospital, and despatched by secret 

messenger to the Consulate. 

Whsrsin Van gioes a -^m r\ -am r ^ 

detaUgd MstorM of MV DEAR MR. JACKSON : 

Ma perilous aavM' xtrt, . r »m. >«. 

tureon the lagoona — What I nOW writC mUSt 

LSSif^ ""^ ''"''* run the gauntlet of these 
doctors, and perhaps reach you, probably 
not. I have bribed two of these pitying 
and still pitiable nurses to my cause, and 
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they, at my solemn dictation, have proped 
me up on my pillows, given me where- 
with to write and make known to you 
the secret of my midnight visit upon our 
poor Jack Donalds. You see they think 
I attempted suicide, and I suppose that 
is an offence nearly as criminal as an at- 
tempt at murder, being little short of it, 
and will arrest me the moment I am well 
enough to sit up and answer the magis- 
trate's questions. They found me, as the 
papers have informed you, hatless, coat- 
less, in my bare feet, high and dry on the 
mud where the tide had carried my san- 
dalo, and, depositing it there, ebbed and 
left me imprisoned as it were, in a sea of 
perilous quicksand. These doctors here 
at the hospital have pried me and pumped 
me for particulars that bear upon the 
disappearance of Jack Donalds and Marie 
Selini, as they feel convinced that I have 
some inseparable connection with the 
mysterious affair; but I feigned weak- 
headedness, ane they could not gain any 
satisfaction. I told them all sorts of 
simple lies, and then contradicted them 
in the next breath with most artful inno- 
cence, till one of the doctors — a Ger- 
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man who could not find the exact phrase 
in Italian ! — called me a verrikkter Esd, 
which, being translated into legitimate 
Italian by myself for their benefit, they 
smiled derisively in their defeat, and van- 
ished. They have the letter which I 
found on the fourth post from the San 
Georgio wall, but it is in Jack's horrible 
chirography, bad enough in his sanity, 
but here simply an insolvable scrawl 
to any but one as used to suffering 
this cold sort of martyrdom as I. If you 
can, secure this letter from the doctors.. 
You see they think I wrote it as a fare- 
well, and all that ; but if you can prove 
otherwise, do so, and put it in safe keep- 
ing ; it will verify all I am about to re- 
late. It seems to have made so crushing 
an impression upon me that I can now 
close my eyes, and on my vision, trace 
every character. If I still have time 
after I have said all I hope to be un- 
bosomed of now, I shall give you the 
gist of it, as I can recall it nearly word 
for word. 

You will infer, and rightly, too, from 
the above, that I found a letter awaiting 
me, instead of Jack Donalds. Let me 
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tell you now, before I proceed with de- 
tails, that I did meet Jack Donalds face 
to face. We did not speak; — I will tell 
you why. Neither was he alone ; Marie 
Selini was at his side with her sweet face 
ever upon him. Whether she loves him 
now, or hates him, God only knows ! 

You will think it the most astounding 
thing in the world that I escaped alive, 
and truly now that I think of all, I have 
reason to be most prayerfully thankful. 
I left you standing by the Byzantine 
pillars, staring in the direction of my 
disappearance, and then I saw you sit 
there on the stone steps, bow and cover 
your face with your hands. What could 
have been your thoughts, dear, kind Mr. 
Jackson ? Ah ! could you have had a 
prophet's inkling into this ordeal I was 
about to pass through ? I wonder now, 
— yes, and wondered then till my eyes 
were dimmed as I dashed on toward San 
Giorgio. The tide was ebbing swiftly, 
and I raced by the grim, spectral wall 
like a comet, out into the channels tow- 
ard the lagoons — does my hand tremble 
too much to be legible ? — and not stop- 
ping to light my big torchu I made for 
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the first post as nearly as I could calcu- 
late. I ran up against it with such a jolt 
and a crash that I went headlong into 
the bottom of my sandalo. Only then 
did I realize how swift the tide and. . . . 
excuse, Mr. Jackson, if I ramble. This 
fevering of my temples — this horrible 
throbbing ! — but never mind my ail- 
ments. Do mc one kindness though, 
before I forget to beseech your favor to 
another task : look up those ^^ir^^i-men 
who risked their lives so soldier-like in 
the perilous quicksands of the lagoon to 
rescue me, go to my trunk, and in the 
left hand corner you will find a leather 
bag containing about a score of twenty- 
dollar gold pieces. Kindly divide these 
among the brave fellows, with my warm- 
est compliments and thanks couched in 
the most grsicious dia/ettOy keeping a plac- 
ing eye upon them till I can break away 
from this. Not a thing upon my person 
was touched with a violating hand, 
though on the Piazzetta, I neglected to 
place into your custody the most valu- 
able treasure I carried at the time of 
parting. These gallant men must be re- 
warded and made as distinguished in 
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their local way as only such deeds can 
make warriors in times of peace, for I 
would certainly been drowned with the 
rising of the tide, or been carried out to 
sea and perished of starvation, had they 
not risked their lives and saved me. 

But to my task again ! Have patience 
with my rambling, I implore you, for I 
am obliged to stop and rest every mo- 
ment, and then rally again to my task. I 
found the first post I sought, with such 
violent alacrity and collision, that I 
nearly plunged overboard. My sandolo 
creaked a little, but it stood the crash 
well. There the first, and, I may say, 
most grave of this series of disasters that 
followed, overtook me. I lost my oar ! 
I clung to the post with one hand, lighted 
my torch and sought for the oar, but it 
had been carried swiftly out of my sight 
I was simply in dispair ! Midnight, cold, 
dismal, feverish, exhausted with the hard 
travail of the day, clinging to a solitary 
post in the wide sea, the tide ready to 
hurl me into the Adriatic the minute I 
relinquished my hold, and still only 
three posts from the solving of my bttter 
secret ! I swung my torch wildly, bal- 
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looed for Donalds, thinking he might be 
lying in wait for me ; but no answer 
greeted my faint, scarcely recognizable 
cry. The lights of the city sparkling 
and gleamed beyond, but not a sound 
save the stroke of St. Marco's dismal bell 
and the cry of a gondolier in the dis- 
tance. I was stunned at my defeat, and 
sank back in my narrow sandalo, resolved 
to wait till daybreak and bail the first 
market harca that passed down the chan- 
nel to the city. 

Fully an hour did I lie there clinging 
to that post, staring into the darkness, 
wondering if Jack could see my torch 
and come from his hiding to greet me, 
listening to the rushing of the tide at my 
bow, and magnifying all trivial possbili- 
ties into things of horror. I had not even 
a rope to make fast, and was in utmost 
misery. Once in a while I swung my 
torch, but no one greeted my signaling, 
and I began to reason most devoutly, not 
with the rushing impulses that character- 
ized my thought of late ; but with the 
calm, indignant spirit that points a jave- 
lin with a sharp tip, and dips it into poi- 
son at that ' 
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'* Could it be," thought I aloud, " that 
Jack Donalds is only playing one of bis 
insane pranks on me after all ? Could it 
be that he sent me this letter to silence 
me that I would cease searching him till 
midnight, by which time he could be 
far beyond our most hopeful clews ? '* 

Each moment growing more bitter and 
weary, each moment more stiff, cold and 
benumbed of my senses by hunger and 
thirst, I at last must have yielded to this 
horrible aching for sleep, and fell into a 
short fit of slumber. I suddenly awoke 
to find myself into the channel again, 
being carried out with the tide ! I was 
horrified at the probability of my floating 
out a hundred miles into the sea by day- 
break, and lighting my torch again — I 
had extinguished it in the meantime to 
hide m)'self — rolled up my sleeves 
plunged my arms into the cold water, 
and paddled in the direction of the line 
of posts. I was finally rewarded. One 
of the posts neared me — which one I 
had no idea — but I paddled desperately 
toward it, and was relieved to find my 
effort successful. I struck the post as 
violently as I bad the first one, hours be«> 



d 



156 A Vemetiam Simdj 

fore, and so threw mj arms aroond it I 
b^an to calculate, and made op mj mind 
that I had passed none, but that this was 
the second post from the San Giorgio 
walL The nearer I drew to the mysteri- 
ous fourth post, where mj thirst for this 
seizing draught would at last be sated, 
the more conquerii^ became mj desire 
to solTe this spontaneous stroke of occult- 
bm of Jack Donalds^ At the fourth 
pillar I would either find him or the letter. 
Assured that no Jack Donalds had been 
there since mj arrival, I was seized at 
this bitter extreme of exhaustion and 
suspense, with a maddened determination 
to reach that fourth post I hesitated a 
long time before daring so much, and sat 
man J questioning, prayerful moments in 
the bottom of the sandalo, staring into 
the black night, beckoning from out the 
bitter depths all the courage that such 
bevisioned and begouled darkness could 
afford me. At last it seemed as if I had 
grown stronger, — rallied from the ex- 
hausted fright of a few moments before, 
and so risking my life to the accomplish- 
ment of my desire, I swung the sandalo 
around so that it pointed at what I be- 
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lieved to be the proper angle, let go the 
post that was my sole anchorage, fell on 
my face in the bottom of the boat, 
plunged my arms into the cold water, 
striking out desperately and blindly in 
the direction. The tide seemed to have 
increased in the interval, and it seemed 
the grim post I had left shot out from 
me with a curse as if 1 were a thing it 
now abhorred. My eye must have lost 
its keen penetration, or else the torch 
died somewhat, leaving me blinder than 
ever, for just as I thought I would near 
the third post which was to serve me 
a solemn anchorage on this bitter pil- 
grimage of penance and wonder, I was 
horrified beyond measure to find that I 
had just passed it, and that it was now 
far beyond recovery ! With the desper- 
ation of a man who is saving his life at 
the climax of solving the one problem of 
his days, I plunged my arms into the 
water once more, and struck out, much 
as a buoyed up swimmer, for the fourth, 
— the fatal post. " If I miss this, it is all 
over ! " I cried loudly enough to wake 
the goblins of the sea beneath me, for 
my strength was so far overwhelmed that 
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to strike for and attain any of the pillars 
further on, would have been beyond my 
endurance. My eyes grew dim in the 
strained position, and the splashing of 
the salt water into my face nearly blinded 
me. On, on, on I plunged, each moment 
pausing, lifting high the torch and peer- 
ing into that horrible void beyond, in- 
voking all the ministrations of good cheer 
upon my suffering dependence, and dash- 
ing again to my task ! Once or twice I 
paused sceptically, wondering if I had 
not already passed the pillar as I had the 
third, for the moments seemed hours in- 
deed, and at last after one or two more 
desperate lashings of the water in the 
direction of my prize, I fell back in the 
bottom of the boat with a groan! It 
seemed as if I had fallen into a sort of a 
stupor, for I saw all sorts of horrible 
shapes in a pale, freezing sort of glamour, 
swimming about me with a throbbing 
uncertainty of motion, and finally was 
aroused from my trembling sort of vertigo 
by a crash and a violent swaying of 
the bark that brought me to my feet! 
My sandalo had struck the post I had so 
laboriously sought, and had now quite 
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given up, and I stood tottering and 
amazed before it. It looked like a hor- 
rible green-bearded spectre risen out of 
the slimy sea to greet and command me 
to judgment for some deed of my uncon- 
scious but criminal doing* I was so 
horrified at the picturing my imagination 
made of the solitary thing, that I fairly 
shrank from it instead of clasping it as 
was my most desperate but unrealizing 
expedient, and thanking God it was mine, 
— so dazzled at the grim visitant now 
turned a thing of repulsion to me, that it 
was not till I recovered to find myself 
floating beyond its mooring safety, that I 
flung aside the vision of my imbecil- 
ity, and uttering wild a cry of waking, 
made one seizing dash of reprisal after 
the phantom, but my violent thrust fell 
far short! Suddenly a little fluttering 
bit of paper pinned high up near the top 
of the post seemed to beckon me with a 
maddening entreaty! "The letter! — 

the letter! It is there! " I cried; 

and then bending down, with a madman's 
rallying to his uncertain conquest, I tore 
out one of the braces of the sandalo 
which extends from end to end, swung it 
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around, whipped the retreating post once 
or twice, when to my inexpressible thank- 
fulness at heart, it caught on one of the 
rusty nails, and so retained me. Slowly, 
cautiously, I drew the frail craft with an 
entreating motion forward against the 
tide, and an exhausted but thankful mo- 
ment later, stood conqueror beside my 
prize, my arms clasped about the thing I 
had but a moment gone so abhorred, and 
which had appeared to me by the fierce 
fire light of a conceiving, weakened brain, 
a thing of such bitter repulsion ! 

It was some moments before I roused 
myself from this alternating stupor which 
came upon me as in waves and throbbings 
of seizing weakness and realization ; but 
finally I did the most imprudent thing of 
all, perhaps, I took off my coat, tore it in 
pieces, and bound the sandaio fast to the 
pillar. Then I sank relievedly back in the 
bottom of the little boat, and stared at the 
fluttering letter which hung there above 
me. It was far beyond my reach. The 
tide had gone down some four feet since 
it had been placed there, and the coveted 
missive hung now so many feet beyond 
my arm's-lengths. * What a fool to leave 
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a letter in such a place ! ' I cried. * O 
Jack Donalds; why do I cringe to your 
culpable trumpery? — why humor you in 
this unreasoning, sacrificing way, and 
consent to be baited into such vexation 
and peril to further your bewildering pro- 
jects? Why have I never ceased for a 
single hour since the night I gave you 
that fated parchment volume of Ariosto, 
to dream of you, follow up that dream 
with wonder, follow up that wonder with 
labor, my searching, my faithfulest sacri- 
fice of purse and pride, and now almost 
my life, that I may deliver you from 
temptation and your pressing enemies, — 
that I may prove you not a madman, 
while my heart belies the prompting in 
the deed ! What fool's puppetry have I 
enacted at your perplexing command to 
no issue of good! God help me from 
this horrible place, restore to me my 
senses and independence, and I shall 
drown your dark image forever from my 
sight ! ' But the entreating ?ind ever-tan- 
talizing flutter of the mysterious sheet 
waved like some vital message from the 
black Unseen beyond, and as my strength 
increased and my rallying heart waved 
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away these pale illusions from my magni- 
fying eyes, I rose to my task of gain- 
ing it. Evidently my only possibility to 
success was to take off my shoes and 
stockings, climb the slimy pillar and so 
secure the missive. My hat was lost over- 
board at the first venture, my coat torn in 
shreds to serve the second, and I was al- 
ready stunned with cold and anxiety. To 
take of my shoes and stockings was a 
task which I hesitated and reasoned ami- 
cably over ere venturing upon, but at 
last, after drawing two or three vital 
breaths of inspiration determined to the 
luckless issue from that throbbing bit of 
paper hanging aloft, I took the incum- 
brance from my feet. The cold stung 
me and hastened the accomplishment of 
my task. I clasped my hands around the 
post, made a few desperate dashes to 
climb it, but the futility of my endeavor 
was soon proven me. The very thought 
of leaving my bark for even so small a 
portion of a moment, trusting to this in- 
secure footing, halted my project, and 
lifted before my marvelling eyes a vision 
of a man pinioned to a pillar in the sea 
for a night, all with such startling precis- 
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ion of outline, that I readily overruled my 
imprudent impulse, and relinquished the 
task. I trimmed my torch, and by its aid, 
bent one of the nails in that long brace 
which had so well served me, and with 
this tool, began the most wearisome man- 
oeuvres, hooking the fluttering missive 
readily enough two or three times, but 
not having the courage to pull it down. 
What might it contain, after all ? — what 
revealment of anguish I was certainly in 
no warrior mood to sustain ? Still it was 
first duty I owed to him and me, — and 
second, I felt that the relief following the 
deed so amicably well done, might regain 
for me much of my out-conquered cour- 
age. Again I hooked the missive, and 
paused wondering. What if it should fall 
into the sea and the tide carry it out be- 
yond me ! To insure against such a dis- 
aster, I untied the shreds that moored my 
bark, intent upon following the missive 
should it escape me in its descent. But 
ah ! what possibility to peril came not into 
the mind now grown so almost imper- 
vious to disaster, and almost stolid before 
surprises and revelations of the most 
scourging kind. I clung to the pile with 
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one hand, and with a rash stroke, a faint 
hiss and a stagger to catch my balance, I 
snatched down the mysterious sheet I 
caught it in mid-air, and with a groan of 
relief fell back into the bottom of the 
boat, clasping the strange missive to my 
bosom. I closed my eyes! — it seemed 
that I lay embalmed in some new element 
— as if some new spirituality had trans- 
fused the old, and I was a creature indeed 
of a new, profound and somewhat idem- 
nifying sensation !....! opened my eyes. 
The secret lay throbbing on my bosom 
at last ; all else of suffering in body and 
mind, all else that had passed like a be- 
wildering, feverish dream, and all that 
should follow hard in the wake of this 
new epoch — all was now oblivion. The 
one triumph filled me, the one hope sus- 
stained me. The weird missive was cold. 
I tried to warm it: it would not warm. I 
thrust it to my naked bosom — it was- 
clammy and chilling, and the confident 
warmth I hoped to find in it, was not 
there. A new sensation of horror seized 
and chilled me ; I shrank from it with all 
my endeavors to caress, — shrank from it 
with the scourging revulsion of one who 
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hates even in the frenzy of his loye. 
The strange missive seemed to throb with 
a pulsation likened to a serpent on my 
heart Alas 1 what if that which I had 
hoped might prove a blessing should now 
turn and sting the heart that> wtbmed it ? 
I was surprised at mji^ phanged -spirit, nor 
could I reasons-it away any more than 
reason down that exultant space of tri- 
untphthe moment before. Where now 
was my courage dispersed ? — that cour- 
age which had fostered me a spirit brave 
enough to gain this one conquest, and 
then leave me cold, benumbed, thirsting 
at heart, parched at the lips, anguished 
of mind as of body, sick of the yeiy dis* 
efese of hoping?./. .Biit why need I'por^ 
tray all the afi9icting vagaries^ all tHe blind, 
hapless wonderings and the cold asper- 
sions following these thoughts of love 
and tenderness that flashed into my half- 
insensible, half-believing brain at that 
hour ? Though it be painted so indeli- 
bly and viciously clear upon this after- 
math of visions that sprung up on the 
wreck of that dismal night and shall so 
live indissolubly fixed forever, I cannot 
now portray them to your unrealizing 
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eyes, nor can I convince myself that I am 
shadowing forth in the faintest evidence, 
the truth that lies within the truth. 

I opened my eyes and stared about me. 
The pillar still stood beside my bark, 
and the frail shreds still moored me to it 
as if the scourging Destinies that centred 
about this spectral landmark in the sea, 
refused my privilege to wander beyond 
their province. Somewhat rallied by the 
realization that I was not afloat at ran- 
dom as was my hallucination a moment 
gone, I rose from my prostrate attitude, 
knelt in the bottom of the little bark, 
snatched the letter from my bosom, and 
thanking God that the secret was here, 
prodded on my delinquent courage to 
make it mine! I drew the flickering 
torch to my side, and with devout spirit 
and a listening, beliving heart, read the 
following words : — 

"O Van.... Van! why did you ever 
cross my path.... with that death-smel- 
ling monster? — that thing of peril which 
now hurls upon me the final thunderbolt 
of my disastrously unhappy days, and 
flings me into the bosom of eternity with- 
out a prayer, without a heaven — yes, I 



in Black and White 167 

dare confess it to y&ti^ Van, even if not 
to the Grod of my sweet, sweet mother, — 
without a Christ — but no, no! — this is 
too horrible a confession even to you. 
You came to me, Van, even in the mid- 
most peril of my declining days, came to 
me and solved my problem. You told 
me to marry her. . . .1 thought your ad- 
vice madness — a most brutal philosophy 
wherewith to soothe my wounds ; but I 
soon conquered these churlish scruples, — 
my pride, my insane believing that I 
loved her not — only admired her, and so 
forgot that this beautiful vision of peace 
and love whom I so truly learned to serve 
and longed to bless with my poor, yield- 
ing affection, was the daughter of the 
man whose father a few removes beyond, 
was my father's murderer. Yes, dear boy 
I conquered all this, forgave it though 
unasked, and the way through her to 
heaven thus unbarred and free to my as- 
cendant and hopeful step, I laved her. . . . 
I grew brave in this hopeful realization, 
brave only as that giant's calm after a 
desperate self-conquest may make a man 
whose mind is narrowed down to such a 
poignant edge by this resolving self -ex- 
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action, and so planned my gentle si^;e. 
I would go to her and vnx\ }^^r^ and, after 
all was complete and assured, f.^ her the 
secret which you and I, yQs, and to my 
sorrow, . the world already know^. How 
beautiful was this dream to me! No 
longer seemed she the, thing pf horror 
that in the earliest days of my searchings, 

* ■ ■ • • 

I had pictured her ; but now as a benig- 
nant spirit of honor and peace and heart's- 
ease, and that silent, believing love that 
should yet reward my over-penitent days. 
How clear, how spiritually wise this pos- 
sibility ! But between this bop^-for re- 
alization and me, there stood a great wall 
— a most uncertain barrier which I, with 
the violent resolve upon me, respected 
not I had engaged counsel -J- tl^e most 
eminent and surest of success in the king:- 
dom, -7-and they were, tp jr^tain half of 
jtbe. Dondolo estate ^ for thp pursuing of 
the cl^lm^^ Th|s stands so npjpainated and 
signed in the bond at this ojioment They 
mistrusted my new project ; I confessed 
it to them manfully. . They plead with 
me, but I was incorrigible. They threat- 
ened me, but I was a stone satire before 
all their warning ; and still the while, 
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this sealed bond hiingabout my neck like 
a fateful albatross, leading* me to' judg- 
ment !. . . . At last they concluded- among 
them that tiie better plan would be to ap- 
prise Marie Selini as I had promised to 
do, but had so signlly failed. Th^ result 
•o£ their interview may be briefly told.; for 
iit came upon me like a thunderbolt in the 
nighty laying bare the 'Whole reproachful 
world to me in its thin lightning flash. 
My gondolier rushed into my room and 
told me of the disappearance of Marie 
Selini ! I took it as an idle rumor, and 
felt in my heart that she had simply gone 
into seclusion for a litt}e time, bearing 
my appealing missive upon her bosom. 
I dismissed my gondolier, who stood 
amazed at my reluctance to believe him, 
and settled down to labor on that myster- 
-ous Quarto of the confession of ,Marco 
iDondola About midnight that ins<:ruti- 
bleline which has bafSed me all these de- 
manding months— ^that line which proved 
the madness pf my whole errand of re- 
prisal, became evident to m^, * But for 
the hope that xhe letter I had despatched 
to her, wcudd be gratefully received, I 
would have burled myself ftom^ the bol- 
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cony into the sea. I read that Quarto^ 
and stood a craven before it ! I read it 
all, Van — learned the truth you so slyly 
housed up in your heart and withheld 
from me for fear of my doing some deed 
of desperation which you were right to 
conjecture, learned that I had no claim be- 
fore God to the Dondolo estate, that I am 
not a descendant of the good Doge Don- 
dolo by a righteous lineage — that I. am 
simply a nobody — an outcast bearing 
the name that before God I have no right 
to bear, — though no fault of mine — and 
that this is not my lawful privilege ! This 
revelation fell upon me with a most crush- 
ing conviction. It was midnight: I still 
had till morning to determine. Bagley 
came in and confirmed the gondolier's 
tidings as to the disappearance of Marie 
Selini, and I resolved upon a new meas- 
ure to the accomplishment of my task. I 
should search her out, tell her the truth, 
confide in her, and together we should 
steal out of this horrible po^-t of alarms 
— fly to my home, my country, and when 
all is over, return and abide contented. 
What wrong had I committed in keeping 
from the eager listening of the world, the 
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truth that that mysterious Quarto wsls yet 
unsolved? Ah, how it changed and 
proved me the madman that I am!.... 
But it is all over now, Van, I rant no 
longer ; I am calm, resigned, understand- 
ingly courageous and ready for the worst 
which soon comes. 
• .••••• •• 

I write this in my gondola, dear Van, 
alone and by candle-light. I sent you 
word to meet me here, and yes, dear com- 
rade of my heart, you may yet, if you are 
wise and sharp-eyed enough, you may 
meet me ! But I must tell all, and leave 
the world's judgment in your hands. £x- 
honorate me if you can ; if not, condemn 
me. . . . At daybreak I received an answer 
to my pleading prayer to poor Marie. It 
was a letter that transported me to heav- 
en from my den of dismals in the twink- 
ling of an eye. It was a simple, refined, 
tender compliance with my beseeching 
request, — she would meet me, and to- 
gether we should fly to another land. She 
trusted in me, she hoped in me, and 
maintained that all should yet be well. 
. . . .Ah, could I have but read the satire 
in her words! — but — but she told me 



lyt A VkHdkm SHtify 

to meet her here, Van, even here &t ibis 
very spot where she had Ibo often seen 
our gondola moored, and charged me not 
to disappoint her. I was overwhelmed of 
my triumph! I came, dear Vari,— Grod 
bless yoti, keep ]rou, spare 3rou the anguirii 
I have suffered all these whiles!-^ came 
and found her, and together we have-fled, • 
and inay the good Lord have mercy on 
our souls ! " Jack Donalds. 

I dashed the letter from my stihging 
eyes with a faint cry of wonder, snatched 
the sputtering torch from my side, st^- 
gered to my feet, clasped tny amis about 
the slimy pillar for support, held the blaz- 
ing beacon out over the water, peering 
down, down into the green depths ! 
There, side by side, lay the peaceful, up- 
turned' faces of Marie Selini kad Jack 
Donalds ! 

This is all I remember. 



THE END. 
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